
BER 25 * 


by ALEXANDER BLADE 



pnrrr 

1 \ f JM 

23 

i, i ys 



2 <; '£f~£ir / 

c° f 2# / 

2 p | ill / 

W If 'MSI# i 

m 2 Ml . yt^flW i 
» m 0 IS J 


y r 

w \ 



jf / # /•# A 

^LaNCv^B 




DEATH RIDES THE RANGE 
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Slinking killers are not always found Haunting dark houses and city streets . . . 
they also roam the open range! Here is a mystery novel that is as good as you 
ever read, and to boot, it is the best western novel we've presented in many a moon! 
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W HENCE came die knowledge that built tbs Pyramids 
and the mighty Temples of the Pharaohs? Civiliza- 
tion began in the Nile Valley centuries ago. Where 
did its first builders acquire their astounding wisdom that 
started man on his upward climb? Beginning with naught 
they overcame nature’s forces and gave the world its first 
sciences and arts. Did their knowledge come from a race now 
submerged beneath the sea, or were they touched with Infinite 
inspiration? From what concealed source came the wisdom 
that produced such characters as Amenhotep IV, Leonardo da. 
Vinci, Isaac Newton, and a host of others? 

Today it is \nown that they discovered and learned to inter ' 1 
pret certain Secret Methods for the development of their 
inner power of mind. They learned to command the inner 
forces within their own beings, and to master life. This secret: 
art of living has been preserved and handed down throughout 
the ages. Today it is extended to those who dare to use ita 
profound principles to meet and solve the problems of life 
in these complex times.. 
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ligious organisation) will send you A Sealed Book of explanation 
without obligation. This Sealed Book tells how you, in the privacy of 
your own home, without interference with your personal affairs or 
manner of living, may receive these secret teachings. Not weird or 
strange practices, but a rational application of the basic lawa of life. 
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B EGINNING with the next issue, Amazing 
Stories goes back to normal; that is, the 
regular features, such as Discussions, Sci- 
entific Mysteries, What Man Can Imagine, and 
many others will appear in the form you have 
become accustomed to. The reason is that finally 
we’ve been able to return to the excellent typeset- 
ting we enjoyed before the Chicago strike. We 
promise you there won’t be the typographical er- 
rors you’ve been noting in the past few months, 
nor the haphazard way we’ve had to insert depart- 
ments, nor the arbitrary selection of stories, which 
depended on which ones were fortunate enough to 
be set in type first. In other words, next month, 
the good old days are back again. 

TJOWEVER, this month we’ve got some very 
-*• special treats in store for you. First, there’s 
a long novel called “The Brain” which is written 
by Alexander Blade. We think it is one of the 
most terrific concepts since the first time Amazing 
Stories told about atom bombs way back twenty 
years ago. This story’s based on an adding ma- 
chine, actually — because that’s where the “Brain” 
got its start. Adding machines became calculat- 
ing machines, and finally we had the Navy’s new 
giant calculator which is now working on solving 
problems in a few months which would have 
taken mathematicians centuries to solve. In this 
story, we have the ultimate “mechanical brain.” 
It becomes the greatest military weapon ever 
devised, and makes America “mental ruler” of 
the world, its sciences, its politics, its civilization. 
That is, until the “impossible” happened, and the 
Brain began to think for itself! In short, the 
Brain developed an identity, a self-will, and found 
that Man was its inferior in all ways. The result 
of this discovery we leave to your enjoyment when 
you read this tale of super science. 

p'OR so many years now, science fiction fans 
A have been ranting and raving and stewing 
about science fiction covers with “B.E.M.s” on 
them, or “bug-eyed-monsters.” Well, finally, 
we’ve decided to do something about it. We 
asked Berkeley Livingston to give us an author’s 
viewpoint on BEMs, and “Death of a B. E. M.” 
is the result. Here is the anathema of the dyed- 



in-the-wool science fiction fan come to life ! Read 
all about the BEM in this highly hilarious story 
by our master satirist, the Sage of State Street. 

IXTHAT kind of a story could you expect from 
’’a mathematician? Well, it might be some- 
thing about cube-roots — and that’s exactly what 
Rog Phillips’ new story is about. It’s called “The 
Cube Root of Conquest” and it’s the cleverest 
“other dimension” story we’ve read in many a 
day. You “super-concept” fans will enjoy this 
one, and it’ll give you something to think about, 
as well as a real literary kick. Nor does it lack 
for action and entertainment. We predict an “A” 
from you on this story. 

OIDNEY AUSTEN (yep, a new name on our 
^ contents page) has written “The Frightened 
Planet” for this issue, and don’t let that title 
mislead you! It’s a fooler, but we think you’ll 
find it an apt one; once you’ve read the yarn. 
Lots of action here, and a very clever develop- 
ment. 

TXTHICH just about ends our lineup for this 
’ ’ month, with the exception of such depart- 
ments as “The Club House” which is back again, 
in spite of the strike. We got this type in in 
time to get it into this issue instead of next 
month. Next month, however, we’ll have a very 
large installment of club house news. Don’t miss 
it, you fan clubs. 

X TOW what do you know about that — we clean 
^ ^ forgot to mention the biggest thing since 
Howard Browne, which begins this month as a 
three-part serial in Amazing Stories! Yes, it’s 
the thing you’ve asked for for five long years! 
The Great, Terrific, Smashing sequel to the Great, 
Terrific, Smashing “Warrior of the Dawn.” How- 
ard Browne, who now is a Hollywoodite with 
Millions, yes we said Millions, coming in from 
all directions as a just reward for his genius, has 
finally, ah finally, written “The Return of Tharn” 
for Amazing Stories. Glory be, Hallelujah, and 
Huzzah! It opens on page 40 of this issue and 
it will go on for three months, the answer to your 
prayers. Now, we dare you to miss an issue! 

— Rap. 
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What actual result is there in the 
act of conquest? What is its cube root? 

J AN ran tirelessly, his long clean limbs carry- 
ing him at express train speed across the 
uneven terrain. The small deer was begin- 
ning to show evidences of tiring. Its foam- 
flecked mouth was open, the swollen tongue pro- 
truding over the teeth. The ten or more miles 
of the chase had proven Jan’s superior strength. 
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The deer rounded a dense patch 
of blackberry bushes and bounded 
out of sight over the crest of the 
hill. To Jan’s keen eye it seemed 
that the deer stumbled at the in- 
stant of vanishing from view. Eag- 
erly he put on a burst of speed to 
catch up and make the kill. 

The scene that burst into view 
brought amazement into his clear 
blue eyes. The deer had stumbled, 
but caught itself, and was bounding 
down the gentle slope. Jan thrust 
curiosity away and concentrated on 
regaining the ground lost. His nak- 
ed feet touched the turf with pile 
driver force every ten feet. The 
muscles under the tanned skin of his 
legs worked with smooth effort. 

The deer was headed directly to- 
ward a glistening square spot just 
ahead. It was in mid stride when it 
reached it, its front legs doubled, 
ready to straighten and touch the 
ground at the right instant, its hind 
legs stretched out behind. 

In that position it sailed over the 
glistening square that was set flush 
into the ground, and — vanished. 

It vanished about like it might 
vanish around a tree. Its head and 
antlers went first, followed by the 
rest of it. One hoof seemed to hesi- 
tate, hanging in the air by itself. 
Then it was gone. 

Jan turned desperately to avoid 
the spot and brought himself to a 
halt a few feet beyond. The hair on 
the back of his neck felt prickly with 
fear of the unknown. He returned 
cautiously to inspect the mysterious, 
glistening square slab. 

It was no more than four feet 
across each way. There was no way 
of telling what its surface was like. 
About where its surface might be 
was a soft carpet of glistening, cool 
force that seemed neither solid nor 


fluid. It was something like the sur- 
face of a glowing ember in a dying 
fire, smoothed out flat and spread 
with uniformity over an area of six- 
teen square feet. 

Jan’s eyes pulled away from this 
fascinating thing and turned to sur- 
vey what had first caused him to 
break his pace in surprise. A short 
distance away a skeleton of twisted 
and sheered off steel girders hinted 
at what had once been a bridge 
across a deep gash in the rolling ter- 
rain. On the other side was what 
had once been a huge city of sky- 
scrapers, though Jan had never 
heard of such a thing and did not 
know that that was what it had been. 

With a frown of uneasiness he 
dismissed the ruins of the city and 
the bridge and turned to the mys- 
teriously glowing square once more. 
The deer had vanished over it. 
Therefore it must have something 
to do with the vanishing of the deer. 
Since he had chased the deer so far, 
it would be foolish to turn away 
without investigating. The deer 
might still be there somewhere. 

Jan’s face lit up with an idea. He 
looked around until he spied a rock 
about as big as a fist. He came back 
with it and stood thoughtfully near 
the edge of the mysterious square. 
Then he tossed it with just enough 
force to carry it across. When it 
reached a point above the edge of 
the square it vanished. Jan waited, 
but it didn’t land on the other side. 
It had simply ceased to exist! 

Jan looked thoughtful for a mo- 
ment. He turned and went back to 
the patch of blackberry bushes. Tak- 
ing his long slim blade from its deer- 
skin scabbard he cut a long, tough 
stick, trimming the younger shoots 
away. With this he returned to the 
calmly glistening, mysterious slab. 
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Ready to drop his hold on the 
stick at the first sign of the unus- 
ual, he thrust it part way into the 
area where things vanished. The 
end of the stick disappeared. There 
was no sign of any force creeping 
along the stick to his hand. He wait- 
ed, reassuring himself. Then he 
stuck the stick in a little farther 
and it vanished a little farther 
along toward his hand. 

He held it that way, his nostrils 
flaring with tenseness. Then slowly 
he drew the stick back. The vanish- 
ed part of it returned to sight. It 
came out and was not changed in 
the least. 

He sniffed at it. It smelled no dif- 
ferent than it should. He felt of it 
carefully. It felt normal. 

Reassured, he thrust it into the 
area of vanishment again. He pul- 
led it out again. It delighted him 
to watch it vanish and reappear. He 
laughed gleefully. The deer was for- 
gotten in the excitement of this 
strange game in the shadow of the 
crumbling bridge. 

Suddenly the vanished end of the 
stick jerked in his hand. In spontan- 
eous alarm he pulled toward him. 
The stick came unwillingly. Some- 
thing held it. 

'y'ERRIFIED, Jan dug his heels 
in the turf and pulled. Slowly 
inch by inch, the stick reappeared. 
But with it appeared a fat, pale 
hand, followed by a sleeved arm. 

Jan slapped at the hand and pul- 
led harder. The hand hung on grim- 
ly. Another hand appeared, grip- 
ping, the slowly emerging arm. It 
fingered its way up the sleeve until 
it too gripped the stick. 

Jan let go and sprang back sever- 
al feet. He hesitated, ready to flee. 
When he let go of the stick the 


hands dropped to the ground. The 
fat fingers dug into the sod and 
hung on. A bloated face came into 
sight and drew back into nothing 
once more. 

The face appeared again and stay- 
ed, flushed with exertion. Little by 
little the face was followed by a 
neck, shoulders, and a thick torso. 
The last to appear was two short 
legs. 

The figure stood up shakily. It 
was covered by a brown uniform. 
Although Jan did not know it, this 
was the uniform of a field marshal. 

The pig like eyes in the fat face 
blinked at him stupidly , then turned 
to survey the ruined city. 

Jan recognized the newcomer for 
a man, though he had never seen one 
with such a shape. Vaguely he won- 
dered how such a man could catch 
wild animals, — and if he couldn’t, 
how he could eat enough to have 
grown up. 

The man was even more of an en- 
igma to Jan than the glistening 
square. And he might be dangerous. 

Jan had wandered far in his brief 
liftetime. Nowhere had he found 
more than a handful of other wan- 
dering nomads, all like him in build ; 
long of limb, lithe and powerful of 
shoulder, able to run swiftly all day 
without tiring. 

This man, if man it was, came no 
higher than Jan’s heart. He ob- 
viously wouldn’t be able to run fast- 
er than the exceedingly rare, short- 
legged pig that became so fat when 
it grew up. 

The man turned his fat face back 
toward Jan. The look in the small 
eyes made Jan’s hand steal toward 
his sheathed knife. The eyes saw 
that movement. They narrowed 
cruelly. A sneer appeared on the 
bloated lips. 
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Suddenly a fat hand darted down 
to a lumpy object on the man’s hip 
and drew out a squat blue object. 
It came up. Jan could see a dark 
hole in it. He stared curiously. 

Unconsciously he had drawn his 
knife as the man drew the strange 
object. His keen nostrils brought 
him the smell of sweat that has the 
odor of a tense body. His hunting 
instinct told him this creature was 
going to charge. 

J AN , felt something hot touch his 
left shoulder. With it came the 
sound of a sharp report. The 
strange thing in the man’s hand 
buckled queerly. 

Jan looked at his shoulder. There 
was a gaping, angry wound in it. 
In some way this man had hurt him. 
He didn’t stop to analyze how or 
why. The fact was there. He could 
either turn to run or advance to 
fight, — and he had never yet turned 
to run. 

He had learned the trick of weav- 
ing in and slashing, and withdraw- 
ing quickly. This stood him in good 
stead. The queer thing in the man’s 
hand barked at him, but missed hurt- 
ing him each time. 

Jan’s knife reached in unerringly 
and slashed the wrist of the hand 
holding the spitting thing. The 
blood gushed out in a pulsating 
stream. 

The man dropped the gun and 
tried to stem the flow. Jan took 
this opportunity to dart in again 
and slide his blade across the fat 
neck. 

A look of horrible realization ap- 
peared in the man’s eyes. He turned’ 
stumbled forward, and fell headlong 
into the space above the mysterious- 
ly glistening square slab. The soles 
of his shoes seemed to hang in the 


air briefly before they followed the 
rest of him into nothingness. 

Jan touched his hand gingerly to 
the raw wound in his shoulder. It 
was a day’s journey to the healing 
spring where he could bathe the 
wound and plaster it with healing 
mud. 

His eyes sui’veyed the scene for a 
last time, taking in the strange slab 
flush with the ground, the skeleton 
of girders that jutted out from each 
side of the gorge, and the strange 
heaps of steel and masonry on the 
other side. Then he turned and start- 
ed back the way he had come. By 
the time he vanished over the rise 
he had settled into the long, easy 
trot that would carry him a good 
fifteen miles an hour all the way to 
the healing spring. 

Behind him the glistening square 
slab rested, oblivious of his depar- 
ture. The two halves of the wrecked 
bridge still reached yearning, torn 
arms toward one another ; and 
across the gap the ruins of the huge 
city squatted in silence, coldly aloof. 

A wind born leaf dipped down in 
coy flight to investigate the slab — 
and slipped past the veil. The fresh 
cut end of the stick Jan had cut 
formed a white dot on the green car- 
pet of stunted grass. Bright red 
stained a large spot on the green 
and formed a ribbon that led to the 
edge of the square of cold lumi- 
nescence ; — the red trail of blood left 
by the strange visitor from out of 
the square. And in the clean blue 
sky a bright sun beamed benignly 
over all, ignoring — 

“M Y leader!” Carl Grin eh click- 
ed his heels softly, and bowed 
stiffly from the waist. His high, 
intellectual forehead, clear blue eyes 
and finely cut features, together 
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with his civilian garb, indicated 
that he was a scientist. He was, in 
fact, much more than a scientist. 
He was THE scientist of Aleme. 

“At ease.” Thd leader waved a 
gloved hand carelessly, a crnel smile 
twisting the harsh face of the dic- 
tator of Aleme and avowed leader of 
downtrodden masses in every coun- 
try on Amba. 

His eyes held a gleam of satis- 
faction as he watched the uneasy 
tenseness of the scientist. He gloried 
in a sadistic satisfaction at his pow 
er to snuff out the life of one so 
great, — or let him live to serve his 
Leader. 

“I told you not to come to me un- 
til you had succeeded in the task 1 
set you,” Generalissimo Hute Hitle 
said coldly. “Your presence means 
that you have, no doubt?” 

“Yes, my Leader,” Carl Grinch 
smiled. “Everything is in readi- 
ness.” 

“Good,” Hitle said. He rubbed 
his chin slowly, a smile of triumph 
creasing his face into unaccustomed 
wrinkles. “Now we can’t lose. We 
will let loose the destruction and let 
it thke its course. After it is over we 
will return to rule an unresisting 
planet. Explain again to me the 
theory of the device.” 

“The theory of operation of the 
devise is, of course, understandable 
only by a highly trained specialist,” 
Carl Grinch said placatingly. 

“You know what I mean,” Hute 
Hitle snarled. “I’m not interested 
in what makes it work. Only in what 
it does.” 

“To begin with,” Carl Grinch 
said. “Space has three dimensions. 
We live in those three dimensions of 
length, breadth, and thickness. This 
is called the space continuum. 

“There is also a three dimension- 


al time continuum. This also has 
length, which is past-present-future. 
In addition it has width and 
breadth, which are approximated by 
the idea of simultaneity to a cer- 
tain extent, This is not, however, the 
simultaneity of events co-existent in 
our one, three-dimensional space. 
All events we can be aware of are 
in one point in the time continuum, 
which moves along a single time line. 

“Since there are only three di- 
mensions of space, all things must 
be in our space. It is the time co- 
ordinates that determine whether 
we are aware of something or not. 
At this very moment there is an in- 
finity of universes all occupying the 
same space, but each in a different 
position in time. They are existing 
now, but separated from us in a di- 
rection at right angles to the uni- 
versal time stream. 

“Mathematically, these other uni- 
verses are expressed in co-ordin- 
ates that have the square root of a 
minus one as a coefficient. Also 
mathematically, these universes are 
imaginary, but not in the non-math - 
ematieal, mythical sense, They are 
just as real as ours, but relatively 
imaginary or relatively non-exis- 
tent. 

“All this has been known by oth- 
ers. They have also known that to 
make an imaginary value real it is 
only necessary to multiply it by the 
square root of a minus one. Then it 
becomes real. This fact became the 
entering wedge into the principal 
that enabled me to succeed in bridg- 
ing the abyss of right angle time 
travel. 

“As you know, many years ago 
the secret of single dimension time 
travel was solved. However, it 
would not answer our problem. 
Though it is true time travel, it am- 
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mounts to nothing more than per- 
fect stasis for controlled periods, 
and if destruction hits the space the 
time traveller is in, he is as vulner- 
able as he would be if not travelling. 
In order to escape that it is neces- 
sary to step over, so to speak, into 
one of the imaginary universes at 
right angles to us in the time con- 
tinuum and travel forward there. 

“So, all I had to do was discover 
some principal for multiplying a 
sector of space by the square root of 
a minus one. As you know, I did 
that. Then I discovered that there 
are gaps, so that it was impossible 
to discover another universe co-exis- 
tent in space, without determining 
the basic equation of the time curve. 

“As everyone knows, both time 
and space are curved, due to the dis- 
tortion of mass on surrounding 
space and time. The exact equation 
for this curvature had to be deter- 
mined. 

“We knew beforehand that it had 
to be a cubic equation. Each cubic 
equation has three roots for every 
value of the independent variable, 
which is in space. It also has three 
roots for every value of the time. 
Basically, that means that if any 
primal unit exists in our space, it 
exists in three forms, the positive, 
the negative and the neutral. These 
units are the positron, the negatron, 
and the neutron. Those three are the 
three solutions in space to the co- 
ordinates of the existential primal 
point. 

“But also there must be two other 
universes co-existent with ours in 
space, but separated sideways in 
time. They would be impossible to 
find with the machine without sol- 
ving the cubic equation of the cur- 
vature of our time line.” 

“So you have solved that and con- 


tacted one of the other two univer- 
ses,” Hute Hitle broke in impatient- 
ly- 

“Exactly,” Carl Grinch said. 

“Take me to it,” Hute ordered. 
“I want to see for myself.” 

“Yes, my Leader,” Carl said, 
clicking his heels again and bowing. 
The bow was lower than usual to 
hide the gleam of triumph that rose 
unbidden in the scientist’s eyes. 

r £''HE Leader stood with military 
stiffness, looking curiously at 
the square of glowing force. It was 
set flush with the wooden floor of 
the room, and seemed to be nothing 
more than a square carpet of lum- 
inosity. 

Near it was a tripod with a tele- 
scope attached. The telescope went 
up to the edge of the space above the 
square place and seemed, to end 
there, — a tube with no lens in the 
end. 

“The telescope is pointed into one 
of the other two worlds,” Carl was 
explaining. “Without a physical 
solid connecting the two there is no 
contact.” 

“What is the nature of that?” 
Hute asked, pointing at the glowing 
square surface. 

“It’s difficult to explain it,” Carl 
answered, “I’ll put it this way. Two 
attracting bodies that are close 
enough together will revolve around 
each other, like the sun and our 
planet, Amba. The material of this 
slab is what I have named tri-matt- 
er. It consists of matter from all 
three universes of our time equa- 
tion, blended into one solid. Before 
I was able to contact these other 
two universes it was necessary to 
use the machine, which took incred- 
ible power to operate for a few 
brief moments, and had to be so del- 
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icately controlled that the slightest 
vibration unbalanced its adjust- 
ment. Once the materials were gath- 
ered and blended so they could not 
seperate, I had a permanent bridge 
into the other worlds. The machine 
and its incredible power were no 
longer needed. 

“You must remember that the 
three universes occupy the same 
space, so that spatially they are not 
separated at all. Their separation 
was temporal, and at right angles 
to the path from the past into the 
future. The attracting forces of the 
atoms had to be directed across this 
plane of time by the machine. When 
that took place the materials had to 
be brought together so that the 
three substances blended would co- 
here. Once they were brought into 
that state the bridge was establish- 
ed. The bridge is anchored at this 
end in the matter of our universe 
and at the other two ends in the mat- 
ter of those universes, just as the 
bridge above this building is anch- 
ored on this side to the matter of the 
bank of this side of the river, and on 
the other to the matter there. ’ ’ 

“And you just have to walk 
across?” Hute asked. 

“That’s all there is to it,” Carl 
replied casually. 

“And,” Hute’s eyes took on a 
crafty gleam. “A time machine in 
one of these other universes could 
carry me to any point in the future 
without danger it might have en- 
countered in this one, such as an 
atom bomb dropped on the space it 
would have been in here?” 

“That’s correct,” Carl agreed. 
“If you will look through the tele- 
scope you will see my aides already 
nearing completion on the time ma- 
chine. ’ ’ 

Hute placed his eyes to the tele- 


scope. The scene that appeared was 
quite a normal one. The landscap- 
ing was different in many ways. The 
vegetation was prolific and of 
strange forms. But for a consid- 
erable area the ground was flat, 
meeting the surface of the ordinary 
world only at the one spot where the 
tri-matter block was anchored. 

A dozen workmen were busy on 
the conventional time machine. Hute 
could see that a few more days 
would see it completed. He took his 
eyes away, satisfied. 

'J'HE Leader stood before the in- 
tricate panel. It was located in a 
deep subterranean room, safe from 
all attack. He knew that there were 
other similar panels in countries all 
over the planet, different only in one 
respect. 

The hundreds of buttons on his 
panel were set to send robot rockets 
roaring toward predetermined tar- 
gets. In a second he could end the 
long war by a rapid series of pushes 
on buttons. The enemy could do the 
same, wiping out his own country, 
Aleme. 

These panels had been construc- 
ted by international agreement, so 
that every country could know that 
it would be suicide to use atom 
bombs in war. Suicide for all. After- 
wards there would be nothing but 
isolated bands of wandering sav- 
ages, without the rudiments of civil- 
ization. A few generations after 
such a halocaust these wandering 
bands would lose all ability to learn. 
The art of reading would be forgot- 
ten. The past would be forgotten or 
distorted into legends of a God 
Race. If that happened, so much the 
better. When he reappeared again 
in the world he would be accepted as 
a God. 
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With his superior knowledge, and 
with modern weapons to back his 
authority, he could be in reality the 
world Leader he HAD to be to ful- 
fill his insatiable ambitions. 

The war was stalemated. Soon 
the tide woud turn and the enemy 
would gain the advantage. His hold 
on Aleme would weaken. If he sur- 
vived the defeat he knew must come, 
he would be tried as a war criminal 
according to the war code set up 
ten centuries before, and executed. 

A few minutes of exertion push- 
ing buttons, a hasty trip to the tri- 
matter slab, and over into the time 
machine that was set to return him 
to normal time rate after three cen- 
turies, and he would be in a position 
to rule the world. 

He contemplated the terrific 
cost. A billion and a half people 
would be killed in the space of a few 
hours. Two hundred million of them 
would be his own state-slaves, his 
subjects. 

His heart would feel the burden 
of that awful responsibility. No or- 
dinary man was capable of deciding 
the good of the world for all future 
time with strict impartiality and 
willingness to sacrifice one whole 
generation so that world peace 
might come. No ordinary man had 
a great enough soul to carry the bur- 
den of the great responsibility. The 
ordinary man quaked with pangs of 
conscience at the murder of a single 
person. He, Hute, had many times 
had to decide on mass executions for 
the good of the whole. 

He had tried, as other great lead- 
ers before him, to bring about per- 
manent world peace by the forging 
of one world government, supreme, 
and controlled by one man, — unified 
under one dominant will. 

Too few people could see that 


such was the only path to peace. On 
any other course there would always 
be would-be leaders who would try 
to set themselves up in authority. 

On any other course world plan- 
ning would be stalemated by the 
eternal bickering and disagreement 
among nations and selfannointed 
saviors of the common man. 

Only in the Unified World State 
could competition be entirely elimin- 
ated, and world planning become a 
reality. 

Hute, standing before the control 
board, squared his heavy shoulders 
manfully, jutted his strong jaw out 
at a dominant angle, and spoke to 
the silent walls as he had often 
spoken to the masses. 

“If I fail to have the courage to 
do this thing, then the welfare of 
all future generations will be on my 
shoulders. The sacrifice of the bil- 
lion or two now living is a SMALL 
price to pay, compared to the sacri- 
fice of countless billions of future 
generation if I weaken.” 

“If I weaken — !” 

''|~'HE thought of what would hap- 
pen, — the war crimes trial, the 
ignomy of death as a war criminal 
at the hands of fools who could- 
n’t understand the noble, selfless 
motives that governed his life and 
caused him to sacrifice the comforts 
of home and normalcy as a public 
servant and the purpose, — the goal 
toward which he strove, gave him 
the courage to press the first button. 
With that simple act the fate of 
Tranx-Yrhl was directly sealed, and 
with it the retaliation against his 
own country. That knowledge made 
easy the pressing of the other but- 
tons. 

When it was finished he walked 
stiffly from the room and took the 
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elevator to the surface. His general 
staff awaited him. They stood awk- 
wardly, faces pale, in this historic 
moment. 

He nodded imperceptibly to sig- 
nify that the deed was done. A few 
dry throats swallowed loudly in the 
hush of imminent death. 

Hute Hitle marched stiffly 
through the passive group. One af- 
ter another fell in behind him. The 
procession marched down to wait- 
ing cars. 

The cars crossed the bridge. 
There they stopped. As one man the 
Leader and his general staff looked 
back at the great city they loved so 
well. The Sacrifice they were mak- 
ing for the good of humanity pres- 
sed heavily on their hearts. 

With bowed heads they turned 
back and went down the path to the 
research building. 

Carl Grinch and his science aides 
were waiting. They paled at the 
knowledge that the deed was done 
and there was no turning back now. 

Hute placed a fond hand on Carl’s 
shoulder. 

“Are you sure you don’t want to 
come with me f ” he asked, his voice 
choked with emotion. 

“The success of the Plan depends 
on my staying,” Carl replied, his 
voice shaken with the emotion of 
the moment. “The time machine is 
constructed in connection with the 
tri-matter block so that nothing in 
either of the other two universes 
can enter it. After you enter, it must 
be sealed from this side for the per- 
iod of time travel, so that nothing 
can enter from this side until it is 
time for you to come back. I, and 
my aides, must remain to do that.” 

“Your sacrifice is greater than 
mine,” Hute said simply. 

“It is very little compared to 


what you are sacrificing, Carl said, 
smiling, with a trace of amused con- 
tempt carefully hidden in the back 
of his eyes. 

Hute took his hand from Carl’s 
shoulder and gravely shook hands 
with Carl’s aides. It was his simple 
gesture of reward for their great 
sacrifice. They would die with the 
gratifying knowledge that the Lead- 
er himself had taken their hand and 
shaken it in gratitude at a service 
well performed. 

Then he squared his massive 
shoulders and stepped onto the tri- 
matter slab — and vanished. One by 
one the members of his general 
staff followed. 

When the last of them stepped 
into thin air above the softly glow- 
ing square, Carl walked over to a 
switch board and pulled the dis- 
connects that broke the surge of 
power playing over the room. 

His pale assistants watched, hyp- 
notized. 

Carl smiled at them eneouraging- 
ly.He glanced at his watch and es- 
timated the time left. 

“Another hour at the most now,” 
he said quietly. “It could come any 
second.” 

The wooden walls of the room 
closed them in with brooding for- 
.boding. A heavily barred window 
brought a view of the steel bridge 
that led to the city. 

A large clock on the wall became 
the center of attention. A red sec- 
ond hand moved with slowly delib- 
erate swiftness around the dial. 

And in the center of the waiting 
group the luminous square built 
flush with the wooden floor waited 
too, its face inserutible, its sub- 
stance anchored in three roots of 
Being. 

An electrical tension was building 
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up around the hushed group of sci- 
entists. Vague stirrings of cold light 
rippled the surface of the square 
block of tri-matter. 

“The cleavage is beginning,” 
Carl said quietly. “When I say the 
word step through. The entropy 
shift must be just right or we 11 find 
ourselves with Hitle and his gang. 
Now!” 

As one man the group stepped on- 
to the block and vanished. An in- 
stant later the halocaust broke 
loose. 

C ARL Grinch stood before the tri- 
bunal of the United Nations of 
the planet Amba. Video cameras 
pointed at him from every direc- 
tion. The audience room was filled 
to overflowing with officials, and 
over the whole planet people had 
paused in their work to watch him 
and listen to his words. 

“We, of Aleme,” he was saying. 
“Dared not openly defy Hute Hitle. 
He was too strongly entrenched. Un- 
less we obeyed his orders to the 
letter we were executed ; and a dead 
man cannot serve the interests of 
all Amba. My researches gave me 
the plan I had been looking for. 

“As you all know, time- travel 
was discovered many centuries ago. 
It amounted to nothing more than 
perfect stasis. A person could travel 
forward in time to any period, but 
not backward. The time machine in 
marching forward existed at every 
instant, and was therefore always 
present to the view of outsiders. 

“My researches made possible 
sideways travel in time. By means 
of a device that used fabulous am- 
mounts of power, I was able to 
gather matter from two other uni- 
verses existing in the same space 
as our own, but with different time 


co-ordinates. I proved to Hitle that 
in one of these other universes he 
could escape the destruction he plan- 
ned, and then return to a torn world 
and fulfill his destiny as ruler of 
the planet. 

“I told him nothing but the truth. 
Because of that he believed me. If 
I had told him one lie he would have 
seen through the whole thing. 

“In order for you to understand 
just what happened, and why Amba 
was not destroyed when he pressed 
the buttons that started the atom 
bombs on their journeys of destruc- 
tion, I must tell you a little of the 
basic nature of reality. Our univer- 
se is at all times and in every re- 
spect a root of a cubic equation. It 
has long been known that space is 
curved. Being curved, it is not the 
expression of linear equations, but 
of equations of some higher order. 
It had never been determined if that 
order was quadratic, cubic or high- 
er. I determined that it was cubic. 

“To tell you how I solved the 
constants of the equation would be 
to go into material too complicated 
for any but the expert, so I’ll skip 
that. When I solved that, though, I 
was able to calculate the field neces- 
sary to create a bridge from this 
root of the equation to the other two, 
gather substances from those two, 
blend the substances, and create a 
natural bridge. I did that. BUT in- 
stead of blending substance from 
our own universe with the other two, 
I kept the field going. The field act- 
ed as a bridge, and when the dis- 
connects were broken that bridge 
vanished, leaving only a bridge be- 
tween the other two universes. 

“Now while the field lasted, all 
three roots were blended into the 
Whole, or cubic equation. In plain 
language, all three universes within 
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the limits of the field were identical. 
So it was a simple matter to get 
Hute and his general staff to carry 
out their plans in one of the other 
universes rather than this one, and 
then escape into a time machine in 
the third universe. 

“After they did that I merely 
pulled the disconnects and destroy- 
ed the field that linked our universe 
temporarily with the one where the 
destruction went on according to 
plan. When Hitle and his men wake 
up a few centuries from now they 
will find that things went according 
to plan. They will find their destruc- 
tion and their bands of savages to 
rule, if they can rule them. But their 
threat to us is gone. We are rid of 
them for good.” 

The chairman cleared his throat 
importantly as Carl paused. 

“But what of the people in this 
other universe, — the ones who were 
destroyed by the bombs let loose 
there? And their descendents who 
will survive until the day Hitle re- 
turns to force his will on them?” 

Carl smiled broadly. 

“They were destroyed, sir,” he 
answered. “According to plan. That 
is the truth. But is isn’t ALL of the 
truth. You see, the cubic equation 
that connects this universe of ours 
with the other two has only ONE 
real root. The other two are imagi- 
nary. That is what I didn’t tell 
Hitle. The number one is a cube root 
of itself, and represents our own un- 


iverse. The field set up by the ma- 
chine was literally another cube 
root of one acting on our universe 
as a factor, transposing its forms 
into an imaginary universe. There 
Hitle succeeded in his conquest of 
all Amba. It was not the conquest he 
figured on however, because events 
are merely single values that fit the 
cubic equation, — never the equation 
itself. What Hitle did not know that 
no one can ever succeed at conquest, 
but only at what might more ac- 
curately be termed the cube root of 
conquest. 

“And in his case that cube root of 
conquest was imaginary, represent- 
ed by the number, (a minus one half, 
plus the square root of a minus three 
fourths.) Cube that quantity your- 
self! You will get one for the ans- 
wer. Square that quantity and you 
will get the third cube root of unity. 
Blend or multiply the two together 
and you get unity, which is reality 
in our plane of the omniverse. Mult- 
iply unity by one of the two imagin- 
ary cube roots of one, and you trans- 
form the one, or our reality, into an 
imaginary plane. Try it. Get a piece 
of paper and work it for yourself! 
And study the metaphysical appli- 
cations of the relationships of the 
three cube roots of unity, — the relat- 
ionship of mind, imagination, and 
reality, the relationships of the posi- 
tive, the negative, and the neutral 
units of matter; — and wonder!” 
THE END 
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DEATH OF A B.E.M. 

by BERKELEY LIVINGSTON 

The writer hated to create bug- 
eyed monsters, but they hated him too! 

“T) LAST them!” the writer “Hang them!” the artist yelled. 
JD groaned in bitter accents. “How I hate those B. E. M’s. !” 
“How I hate those B. E. “Darn them!” the B. E. M. moan- 
M’s. I” ed. “How I hate those humans!” 
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THE artist and the writer sat 
staring at each other in wordless 
misery, their coffee untasted and 
their spirits at low ebb. Up above, 
in the beehive that was the pub- 
lishing house which gave them 
their livelihood, the word had gone 
around. B. E. M’S, B. E. M’S . . . 

Sadly, in accents forlorn, the 
writer said : 

“Bug-eyed monsters! Ye gads! 
Bug-eyed monsters! Jack, old boy, 
do you realize we’re setting science- 
fiction back a hundred years?” 

“I know just how you feel, Har- 
ry,” the artist replied. “After all, 
we too had presumed that we had 
been freed of these monsters. So 
back we go to the drawing hoard, 
our minds tortured and twisted ...” 
He sighed 'disconsolately. 

“Oh, well,” the writer sighed and 
blew out his breath. He stared fix- 
edly at his coffee until a something 
blue slipped into focus. His glance 
traveled upward Vrom the hem of 
the girl’s apron, past the lovely 
swell of her charms and on past the 
sweet throat, to the gay, smiling 
face and sparkling eyes. Forgotten 
then were B. E. M’s. for both. 
Diane, the goddess of the restaurant 
corps of enchanting waitressess, 

was at their side . . . 

#### 

Hiah-Leugh was having his eye- 
balls massaged. It was a delicate 
and tedious operation for the one 
doing the massaging ; not every Go- 
man was possessed of eight eyeballs. 
But Hiah-Leugh was not an ordin- 
ary Goman. Not he! He was .chief 
of all the Gomans, which meant he 
was head of all the bug-eyed mon- 
sters on the whole of the planet of 
XYZ268PDQ. 

The four-headed slave, one of the 
giants Hiah-Leugh ’s tribe had cap- 


tured on one of their forays into the 
terrible forest of Evil Contractions, 
scratched himself with one of his 
six arms. He was quite 'bored with 
this peaceful, though tedious pur- 
suit the tribe of Hiah-Leugh had 
given to him as his duties. Espec- 
ially the massaging of eyeballs. Of 
course it helped to have six arms. 
Ooh! His four heads ranged them- 
selves in a single line. 

The slave had committed a sin. 

There were three cardinal sins on 
the planet of XYZ268PDQ. Two of 
them were unmentionable and the 
third was forgetting to massage all 
of the eight eyeballs of Hiah-Leugh 
at one and the same time. If it were 
not for the massage the giants of 
the planet would all live in peace. 
But it took a man with six arms to 
do the job. In fact it was to the re- 
gret of Hiah-Leugh that the giants 
did not have eight arms. 

Now one of the eyelids was clos- 
ing. In a second or two it would be 
closed completely and once a single 
of the eight eyes closed the others 
automatically followed suit. There 
was but a single thing to do in this 
case. The giant did it. 

He poked his finger into the 
drooping lid. 

Hiah-Leugh awoke with a sudden- 
ness of shock and startled surprise. 
He howled in pain then leaped from 
the chair, scuttling about the room- 
of-massage on his twelve pairs of 
crablike legs at a great pace. 

“Heavens to Betsy!” Hiah- 
Leugh screamed. “You are the 
clumsiest giant . . . But what can a 
B. E. M. expect? Oh, well! You’re 
excused. Go and see if there are any 
children to frighten ...” 

There were four different ex- 
pressions on the four heads. One 
showed pleasure, and another, sur- 
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prise and a third, gloom and the 
fourth was blank completely. This 
head was the dumb one. It had but 
one expression, blankness. The four 
heads bent and the great body bow- 
ed low, and slowly, with great ef- 
fort and with many bumpings into 
various pieces of furniture, the 
giant bowed himself out of the mas 
sage parlor. 

Hiah-Leugh was left alone. 

But not for long. Suddenly a 
whole section of the wall slid back 
showing another room. This was the 
famous Gloating Chamber of Hiah- 
Leugh Here were brought all the 
victims the tribe captured. And here 
it was that their chief was supposed 
to spend his time in Gloating over 
the tortures his torturers were sup- 
posed to spend their time in devis- 
ing. But business had been very bad 
lately. Not only was there not a sin- 
gle victim in the Gloating Chamber, 
there was not a single torturer 
available. Hiah-Leugh suddenly re- 
membered. Something about a pic- 
nic .. . Then why had the wall slid 
back? 

“Hiah-Leugh! Hiah-Leugh !’’ it 
was the clarion call of his ninth con- 
cubine, the lovely and charming 
Sally Patica. But what in the name 
of all that was unmentionable was 
she doing in the Gloating Chamber? 
Of course she too could be Gloating! 

He moved slowly toward the 
room, hoping against hope she was 
not in a bad mood. The last time 
she had called in that tone of voice 
he had suffered greatly. She had 
made him go without an eyeball 

massage for a whole week . . . 

# * * 

jgHE was pacing back and forth 
on the long, raised platform. 
Hiah-Leugh skirted the Iron Maid- 


en, the Pallid Pulley, the Bronze 
Beater, the Copper Conker, and 
Giant Mas-Mixer, which was a fake. 
Nothing was ever mixed in it except 
the noxious weed Hiah-Leugh used 
in his pipe. At the sound of his ap- 
proach Sally stopped her pacing 
and fixed him with a baleful glance 
out of eyes, four and five. Eyes, two 
and three were busy seeing if her 
coiffure was right and eyes one, six 
and seven were having their lids 
tweezed. After all, she had twelve 
pairs of legs which were also used 
for hands. A heck of a lot could be 
done with so many appendages. 

She started in even before he 
quite reached her side: 

“Where is everybody? Do I have 
to sit by myself every day? Must 
you have your eyeballs massaged 
every day ? Where are the torturers ? 
Where is everybody . . .?” 

“I think there’s a picnic schedu- 
led for today, dear,” Hiah-Leugh 
said. 

“Why wasn’t I told about it?” 
Sally demanded. 

She had very probably been told 
about it but knowing his ninth con- 
cubine and the limits of her mem- 
ory, she had very surely forgotten. 

“Hiah-Leugh!” she broke in on 
him before he could frame a reply. 
“I’m so terribly, terribly bored! 
There hasn’t been a good torture 
since, since . . when was the last 
time there was a torture party?” 

“The time Gin-Pad was caught 
stealing wokkerjabbies from his 
youngest child,” Hiah-Leugh said. 
“We put him in the Pallid Pulley 
and stretched four of his legs until 
they were longer than the rest. And 
to this day Gin-Pad walks like he’s 
looking for something between his 
forelegs ...” 

Six of Sally’s seven pairs of eyes 
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crossed suddenly, a sign she was in 
thought. Hiah-Leugh had the wish- 
ful hope that the seventh pair would 
cross. When that happened Sally 
would be ex-concubine. She would 
also be ex-living hut that didn’t 
bother him. We all have to die some- 
time, he thought. But why does she 
have to live so long? The thought 
processes of Sally Patica wound 
their weary way and came to their 
proper end. Life was boresome. And 
she had to think of something to 
make it less so. She did. 

“Y’know, Hiah,” she said as she 
uncrossed her eyes, “I have an 
idea . . .” 

The chief of all the Gomans roll- 
ed all eight pairs of his eyes ceiling- 
ward. Not another of her ideas. Oh 
no ! Not that ! The last time she had 
one of her ideas it was for a treas- 
ure hunt, a treasure hunt for a five- 
headed giant, despite Hiah-Leugh ’s 
insistence there were no such beings. 
But she wanted one dead or alive. 
She got it, dead.' What Sally didn ’t 
know was that her mate gave orders 
to have one killed and have a fifth 
head sewn on his shoulders. 

Love, however, was as strong on 
planet XYZ268PDQ as it was on 
any other planet, and as burden- 
some, and though Hiah-Leugh felt 
his heart sink, he also knew he 
would give in to her wishes. 

“. . . What do you think of this; 
bring some humans up here and 
we’ll run a torture party for our 
fiends?” 

The male’s jaw dropped, all three 
feet of it. This was even worse than 
he had imagined. Bring some hu- 
mans up here, she said. Had she any 
idea of what that entailed? No. 
NOOl 

He tried to reason with her: 

‘‘Darling. Wait. Don’t be hasty. 


Let me explain. In the first place 
have you ever met a human?” 

“What difference does that 
make?” she pouted. “I’ve heard 
about them.” 

“But sweetheart,” he went on in 
his pleading. “They’re quite horr- 
ible. They have but one head, and 
a single pair of arms and legs. They 
walk upright and they can only bear 
children ...” 

This was new to her. 

“. . . Children . . .?” 

“Yes! And they’re horrible 
things, really. Must be raised on 
pablum and formulas and things 
like that. Formulas. Sounds mech- 
anical. No, Sally, my pet. I’ll think 
of something else. Something which 
will not require so much work . . .” 

It was the wrong thing to say. 
He knew it the instant he said it. 

“Work!” she yelped. “So that’s 
what’s troubling you. Too much 
work you say. And what is occupy- 
ing your time now? Have you even 
so much as gone to the forest of Evil 
Contractions to capture a giant in 
the past six months? Not you! 
You’re satisfied with the way things 
are. You wouldn’t give a hang if I 
died of boredom. And when I ask 
for something like a torture party, 
all you can say is, it’s too much 
work.” 

She started to cry. And after all 
she had seven pairs of eyes to shed 
tears from. It was the biggest cry- 
ing jag since the invasion from 
space a millenium before when the 
invaders used tear gas . . . 

Hiah-Leugh threw up all the arms 
he could spare and shouted: 

“ Okay. OKAY! I’ll call a meet- 
ing of the Council and we’ll plan 
something. ’ ’ 

*#*# 
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“'JT'HE situation is this,” Hiah- 
Leugh said in opening the 
meeting, “we must right to work 
and bring some humans up here.” 

The assembled B. E. M’s. stopped 
looking bored at the words. They 
had wondered why their chieftan 
had called the meeting. Now they 
knew. One after the other they re- 
peated the words as if they couldn ’t 
believe their senses. Humans ! Here 
on Planet XYZ268PDQ. 

“But mighty chief,” one of them 
said in objection. “Do you realize 
what you’re asking of us?” 

Another said : 

“How, when . . .?” 

And a third asked: 

“Who?” 

“Our scientists, that’s who,” 
Hiah-Leugh answered. “What the 
heck we got them for anyway? 
Seems all they do is sleep. Let them 
wake up and to work.” 

But the oldest and wisest of them 
said: 

“Why can’t we be normal mon- 
sters and not act like we’re ex- 
pected to? Isn’t peace enough for 
us? Must we look for trouble?” 

But their chieftan knew there was 
no turning back. Not if he wanted 
peace. And knowing Sally Patica, 
he also knew there would be no 
peace for him until he brought some 
humans up for torture. 

“Let them construct space ships, 
terrible weapons of war, plagues 
and all the necessary adjuncts to 
planetary invasion. Let them pre- 
pare for the holocaust,” Hiah- 
Leugh shouted, drowning out the 
others. 

But it was the youngest, a mere 
youth of ten thousand years, upon 
whose head but a single eye showed, 
pointed out the path. He was al- 
ready bored with this meeting; be- 


sides, he had but fallen in love the 
day before and wanted to get back 
to his amorata. 

“Why all this fuss?” he asked. 
“What’s more, we don’t have sci- 
entists, or mathematicians, or war- 
riors. If the giants weren’t so stu- 
pid we’d never capture them. So 
let’s stop this foolishness, this 
dreaming ...” 

That was the clue. After all, Hiah- 
Leugh hadn’t been made chief of 
all the Gomans for nothing. He 
proved his right to the leadership 
then. 

“That’s it!” he said. “The art- 
ists and writers of the human world 
have made monsters of us, even 
though we can ’t do any of the things 
they pretend we can. There is but 
a single attribute we possess which 
they have said we do. We can pro- 
ject ourselves through space and 
time. So let us to the Earth, and 
pluck one or two of these humans, 
and if I may offer a suggestion, let 
us take a writer and artist from 
among them and bring them back 

with us ” « 

#### 

j-JARRY Zmilch, writer-extraordi- 
nary of science-fiction passed 
weary fingers across a furrowed 
brow. A few feet to the rear of the 
desk at which Zmilch labored stood 
the drawing board of Jack Gang- 
reneyellow, the artist. He too pau- 
sed in his labors. At one and the 
same instant they turned and re- 
garded each other with solemn, star- 
ing eyes. 

“No use, Joe,” Harry said. 
“I can’t do it. I’ve beaten my 
brain until it refuses to function. I 
keep typing the same word over 

and over again . . nuts nuts ! . . . 

Bug-eyed monsters! There aren’t 
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such things. My imagination just 
can’t bring them to paper.” 

“Nor can mine to the board,” 
Jack said. 

“Still it’s easier for you,” Harry 
said. ‘ ‘ All you ’ve got to do is draw 
a spider or huge bug of sorts, put 
a man and woman somewhere in the 
drawing, make the woman appear 
as if she ’d lost half her clothes in a 
struggle, and you ’ve got your piece. 
With me it’s different.” 

Gangreneyellow snorted. This 
character, he thought, knew as little 
of art and the difficulties of com- 
position as the next guy. 

“That’s what you think,” he re- 
torted. “All you guys have to do 
is imagine a monster, have a man 
and woman placed in peril by the 
monster’s presence and you’ve got 
a story. With us it’s different . . .” 

Zmileh was half-turned, facing his 
friend across the width of one shoul- 
der. At the other’s words, Zmileh 
turned all the way, got up from his 
chair and strolled to the board on 
which a drawing in full color was in 
its last stages. The drawing de- 
picted a jungle scene. In the fore- 
ground a man and woman stood in 
petrified stance, the man’s arm 
around the woman’s shoulders. He 
was dressed for safari, pith helmet, 
breeches, boots, open shirt and all. 
The woman looked like she’d spent 
all her life in the jungle. She wore 
a leopard skin draped becomingly 
to show the greater part of her 
charms. They were in semiprofile 
so that the artist could depict the 
terror on their faces. And full in the 
center of the drawing was an im- 
mense web stretched between the 
boles of two jungle giants. Descend- 
ing the web was a gigantic bug, or 
spider, the artist had not detailed 
it too well. 


“I thought you said you were 
finding it hard to do?” Zmileh 
asked. “Why you’ve just about fin- 
ished it.” 

Gangreneyellow, not to be out- 
done by his friend, walked over to 
the other’s desk and read aloud 
from the author’s manuscript: 

“ s . . . Tom Brighteyes knew he 
hadn’t the smallest chance of escap- 
ing. The hordes of Micro Ambrosia 
were but a short way off. Ahead 
the Great Swamp blocked any 
chances of escape for him and the 
Leopard Girl. Their doom was seal- 
ed. He turned to her and said : 

“Leopard Girl, I love you. I 
know. I’m from another world, a 
world where men and women are 
not the same as this. Oh, I don’t 
mean the outward man and woman, 
but the inward. This is a savage 
world, a world where both men and 
women have to struggle to exist 
against terrifying odds. Horrible 
beasts, terrible insects, and natural 
phenomena make this place a night- 
mare of existence. But here I 
found love and perhaps death. I am 
not sorry I came.” 

‘ ‘ Tom Brighteyes, ’ ’ the girl turn- 
ed to him and drew close. “I love 
you too. I think I felt love from 
the first instant I saw you, backed 
against a tree, with your puny 
weapons facing Hogo the Mogo, 
king of all the swampland. Hogo the 
Mogo used to eat guys like you for 
breakfast. Yet you drew a cigarette 
from a silver, enamel case upon 
whose shining face a small chaste 
crest revealed your excellent taste 
in such things, and while Hogo the 
Mogo slavered his hate in your face, 
you drew a king’s size, Exhilirato 
from the case and lit it with a non- 
chalance that took my breath away. 
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“What the heck are you com- 
plaining about?” Gangreneyellow 
asked. “You’re not doing so badly 
yourself.” 

“Yeah,” said a strange voice. 
“Neither of you are doing badly. 
Everything is just horrible, isn’t it? 
The B. E. M’s. march across your 
pages and drawing boards with 
assembly-line facility. But have 
either of you two had any feelings 
for us?” 

The two men turned startled and 
terrified faces in the direction of the 
mysterious voice. They could see 
nothing. Yet they could feel the im- 
palpable presence of some strange 
being in this very room with them. 
Suddenly they became aware of a 
strange fog emanating from one 
wall. It swept closer drawing them 
into its greasy folds. The voice 
seemed to come from the very heart 
of this fog : 

“. . . Well, perhaps things will be 
different soon ... ?” 

Then the fog enveloped them com- 
pletely, and their senses fled from 
them . . . 

#### 

JT was an odd sort of voice, mel- 
low, fluid, yet holding accents of 
anger in its even flow : 

“Both of you complained you 
couldn’t imagine this. So we brought 
you here to prove its existence.” 

The writer and artist opened 
their eyes and the fog in which 
they’d been bound was no longer 
there. They were in an immense 
chamber whose vaulted ceiling ex- 
tended for a full hundred feet in 
the air and seemed suspended by 
slender strings, so tenuous were 
the web-like supports, so fragile 
were the arches. They were stand- 
ing before a tremendous table whose 
semi-circular length might have 


been fifty feet from one end to the 
other. And seated at the table were 
the most horrifying monsters they 
had ever seen. 

There was one, a huge beetle-like 
thing with two heads and a scaly 
body and four pairs of pincers ex- 
tending from the line of jaw. 
There was another, somewhat like 
a spider, but with dozens of legs. A 
third was half -man, half alligator; 
a fourth was all snake, but with 
three human heads; and another 
was all head without body. They 
were, the two men realized, the most 
terrible things they had ever imag- 
ined. 

“. And there is the rub,” the 
voice went on. “We are all as you 
have imagined us. We exist only 
in your imagination. ” 

“But how can that be?” Harry 
Zmilch asked. “We are here. We 
can see you. . . ” 

“Only because your imaginations 
have been developed to such a de- 
gree,” the voice replied. “Were 
you able to you would imagine us as 
something altogether different. 
But since there are limits to your 
imagination we are as we are. Now 
you must pay the penalty of that 
imagination. 

“Torture will be the price we will 
exact from you. . . ” 

In an instant they were tran- 
sported to the torture chamber. 
They saw the horrible machines, 
the Copper Conker, the Pallid Pul- 
ley, and the rest. And up on the 
platform they saw Sally Patica in 
all her glory, her seven pairs of 
eyes watering so great was her ex- 
citment. 

The monsters got in each other’s 
way so hurried were they to tie and 
make fast the two humans to the 
torture machines. And despite Har- 
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ry’s and Jack’s screams, they were 
bound, hand and foot and placed 
on each of the machines in turn. 
But though the machines whirled 
and clanked and ground and grunted 
and snarled their vicious ways the 
two humans could not feel a single 
thing. Yet all about them the 
horrible monsters screamed and 
shouted and laughed and ^danced 
and on the platform Sally Patica 
shrieked with joy. 

‘‘A torture party at last,” sht 
screamed. “Oh, Hiah-Leugh, I’m 
so happy. I’m the happiest monster 
in the whole world.” 

But down below, on the last of the 
machines in the assembly line, Har- 
ry Zmilch thought as he was being 
whirled around, his head always 
meeting a mace-like thing which 
was supposed to shear a slice from 
his head at every turn but which 
felt like a feather, gosh! If I get 
back alive what a story I could do 
on B. E. M’s. 

While on another instrument of 
torture, the Pallid Pulley, a device 
supposed to tear the limbs slowly 
from a man, Jack Gangreneyellow 
thought, man ! what a cover I could 
make if ever I get out of this. 

A strange thing happened then. 

The machines stopped their whir- 
ring, the monsters stopped their 
shriekings, and Jack and Harry 
stopped moving. 

“Ohh, you nasty humans,” Hiah- 
Leugh said. “Now you’ve spoiled 
our party!” 

“Why?” Harry asked. 

‘ ‘ Because all this has been in vain. 
All you can see is that we’re mon- 
sters. And as such we have no feel- 
ings except for the giving of pain, 
torture and death. Gosh, fellas ! 
Can’t you see these things aren’t 
real? We’re the nicest monsters.” 


But all Harry and Jack could 
think of was that B. E. M’s. were 
real. Further, they were as ter- 
rible as anything they had ever im- 
agined. 

“Yes,” Hiah-Leugh went on. 
“We are as you have imagined be- 
cause we live only in your imagina- 
tion. And there we live as mon- 
sters. If in the beginning you had 
given us other lines to read and 
other lives to live, things might be 
as they really are. But no. The 
human race had to be the master 
race. The insect world and the an- 
imal world could only provide dan- 
ger and conflict. ’ ’ He turned to the 
assembled monsters and said, sadly, 
“Okay, boys. Turn ’em loose. 
Let them go back to their typewrit- 
ers and drawing boards. . . ” 

||ARRY Zmilch shook his head 
savagely and looked at his 
friend. He was doing the same. 

“Got dizzy for a second,” Harry 
said. ‘ ‘ Gees ! Have I got a swell end- 
ing for my story. . .” 

“Funny,” Jack said. “I got 
dizzy too. And have I got a sweet 
idea for a monster. All detail. . . ” 

Harry went back and typed: 

‘But Tom Brighteyes was no 
longer listening to the voice of his 
beloved. Behind him were the ad- 
vance guards of Hogo the Mogo. 
And ahead the dreaded swamp. 
There was but one thing to do, go 
into the sixth dimension, the fifth 
was already too perilous. Draw- 
ing the girl within the embrace of 
his brawny arms, he closed his eyes 
and sent out the powerful thought 
waves which would send him into 
the sixth dimension . . .’ 

And at the end, he tacked on: 

To be continued next month . . . 
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HEAT RAYS 

* By FRANCES YERXA * 


S TORIES of science fiction and fantasy 
are full of grim and unusual weapons, 
some of which have been created in 
our time after they have been suggested or 
predicted by s-f writers. Probably the old- 
est and commonest idea of a super weapon 
outside of atomic energy, is the heat ray or 
the heat beam. 

Presumably the heat ray is a gadget 
which when turned upon an object trans- 
mits to it, radiant energy which heats the 
object to incandescence or to the point 
where it melts from the vast amount of 
heat being poured into it. 

No such device exists today, but it is 
never safe to predict that it may not come 
into existance. However in light of what 
we now know it seems as if it will be a 
difficult task to create such a machine. 

First, what is heat? Heat is generally 
defined as molecular motion. Thus a sub- 
stance whose molecules are in violent mo- 
tion is said to be hot. Heat then is actually 
a measure of velocity or speed of the mole- 
cules of a substance. At absolute zero 
(minus 273 Centigrade degrees) a sub- 
stance’s molecules are at rest and the sub- 
stance contains no heat. When the sub- 
stance — say iron, for example— is heated 
intensely its molecules are put into rapid 
motion, and it first becomes a fluid. Upon 
adding more heat the iron will volatilize and 
if still more heat is added the gaseous mole- 
cules are put into still more rapid and vio- 
lent motion. Finally the point is reached — 
millions of degrees — when the substance 
breaks down atomically. This occurs in the 
stars and in atomic fission. 

There are two ways of heating a sub- 
stance. Another material which is already 
hot, i.e., a flame, is brought into contact 
with the material. Through transmission of 
molecular bombardment, the material is 
heated. Another way of heating the mater- 
ial is to expose it to radiation. This radia- 
tion is ordinary electromagnetic radiation 
whose wavelength is of the same order 
of size as the dimensions of the molecules. 
Such radiant energy is given the name 
infra-red, although any type of radiant 
energy from visible light to x-radiation 
will raise the temperature of a material. 

Going back to the heat-ray — how is it 
possible to create a beam of intense infra- 
red energy? So far it has proven imposs- 
ible. But only, so far. 


Any object which is hot or warm for that 
matter gives off electromagnetic energy 
which we call infra-red. The higher the 
temperature within limits, the more infra- 
red that is generated. That is one way of 
creating infra-red energy. By a suitable 
combination of reflectors and certain types 
of lenses, that infra-red energy may be 
focused and directed much like any other 
form of electromagnetic energy. The catch 
is, of course, that any hot object, unless, 
it is say something like the Sun, generates 
radiant energy in much smaller quantities 
and hence is not of much use as a weapon. 

Another way to generate infra-red is 
with the aid of ionized gases but this met- 
hod is actually a variant of heating. 

The reason infra-red has proven useful in 
gadgets such as the “Sniperscope” paint- 
drying equipment etc., is because the 
amounts of energy required are relatively 
small and even the feeble generating de- 
vices mentioned above are of value. Fur- 
thermore, often, in instrumentation, the 
detectors are extremely sensitive. 

Apparently then, heat-ray inventors have 
run into an impasse. There are at present 
no machines capable of generating and fo- 
cusing large quantities of infra-red electro- 
magnetic energy. Possibly with the dis- 
covery of the atomic bomb and means for 
generating atomic energy, something may 
come up which will do that. For example, 
if a chunk of the Sun could be brought 
down, in toto, to Earth, it would be found 
that it would be squirting infra-red energy 
with the intensity of a fire-hoBe! Such a 
generator seems a little impractical. 

It would be very nice to have a powerful 
infra-red generator. It would be of tremen- 
dous value to industry, and science. Such 
a gadget could be used for melting any- 
thing from a great distance. Its potential- 
ities in warfare would be unlimited. 

In industry and science it could be used 
for melting, for fusing, for welding, for 
vaporizing and for doing all those things 
which today require very elaborate and 
complex installations. 

Undoubtedly somebody, sometime, is 
going to make such a desirable machine 
but when and where — who knows ? Like 
many of the unsuspected forces that are 
commonplace today, heat generators for 
infra-red rays are coming. We’ll see them 
eventually! 
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The Frightened Planet 

By Sidney Austen 


Karn was only a savage, but he knew a thing or two 
about the way justice should be meted out — and he did it 

A GAINST the blackness of the some distance ahead of him. But he 
early morning sky the huge was too busy for that, 
ball traced an arc of flame. On the back of his neck the short 
Had Karn been watching the sky he hairs told him that pursuit was still 
would have seen the ball slow in its close behind. He put on a fresh burst 
descent and then come to a landing of speed, his bare feet making no 
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sound on the trail he followed. Soon 
the early breeze would shift and they 
would lose his scent. 

Until then he was in danger from 
the males of Tur’s tribe. Tur the 
coward, Karn thought. Tur the bully. 
Tur the leader of the tribe. Tur had 
never liked Karn. Hs had liked him 
even less as he grew into magnificent 
Cro-Magnon manhood. Karn repre- 
sented the challenge that must come 
to every leader sooner or later. 

Then the wind shifted and Karn 
slowed. They’d give him up now. He 
was certain of that. But what to do 
next? He was all alone, an outcast 
from his tribe. For a full-grown man 
to find another tribe was impossible. 

Still, he wasn’t sorry about the 
fight. It had been a good one. Tur 
was still in his prime. He’d used his 
teeth and his feet and every trick he 
knew. He wasn’t quite as strong as 
Karn, nor as fast, but he’d had the 
advantage of experience. 

Only one thing Tur lacked, in com- 
mon with the other members of the 
tribe, and it was that which had 
lost him the fight. He had almost no 
inventiveness. For Kara’s questing 
mind Tur hated him. He could not 
understand a man who found interest 
in new situations. And what Tur could 
not understand he hated. 

So they had fought. For a while Tur 
held the upper hand. He had met 
every rush of Karn’s and repulsed 
it. But Karn had noticed that every 
attack from Tur’s left was met by a 
singular twist of the chief’s body. 

Once Tur twisted. Twice; a third 
time; and a fourth time he swung 
around. The fifth time Karn was not 
there. He’d stopped himself in mid- 
stride, reversed himself and caught 
Tur off balance. Then steel fingers 
had fastened on Tur’s throat in un- 
shakable tenacity. 

That was when the other males had 
charged to his rescue. Tur, they hated. 
But Karn they hated more. Karn 
made up his mind quickly. Glat alone 


he could have torn limb from limb. 
Waan alone would have fared no bet- 
ter. But they and the others together 
represented for him a quick and cer- 
tain death. 

'J'HEN it had been run, run, run. 

Run with all of them after him. 
Run into the forest in the night. Only 
the giant wolf and the saber-tooth 
there. But they were not half so 
deadly as his own blood relatives. 

Now the chase was over. Karn 
paused, his chest heaving. In a few 
minutes his breathing was back to 
normal. It didn’t take this man long 
to recover. Karn grinned into the 
darkness. It would take Tur longer. 
He’d wear those welts on his throat 
for a while. 

Karn shrugged and sniffed the 
night air. Better move ahead. No 
smell of the big cats. But there was 
a nest of wolves off to his right. 
They slept now, but soon they’d be 
awake. Upiahead there was a strange 
scent, one he didn’t recognize. 

Should he go on or turn aside? 
Ahead there was a glade where a 
spring bubbled. Small animals came 
to drink there in the morning. That 
meant food and water to a man who 
needed both. Karn moved ahead, but 
warily. 

The rising sun found him only a 
’short distance from his objective. 
Now there were mingled sounds as 
the forest came awake. Early-opening 
flowers filled the air with fresh sweet- 
ness. It was good to be alive. 

Then, through a thin screen of 
trees, Karn saw the great ball. It 
almost filled the glade, reached nearly 
to the height of the trees. Gleaming 
gray-green it was, like the eyes of 
the wolf. The association made Karn 
pause. He drifted off to one side, pick- 
ed a likely tree and hauled himself up 
into its lower branches. 

Patience Karn had. He sat im- 
mobile, watchful. From inside this 
strange orb came sounds that were 
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not too faint for Karn’s keen hearing. 
An hour passed; two hours. Nothing 
happened. Still he crouched, waiting. 

His patience was rewarded. An 
opening appeared in the ball. There 
was a puff, of air being released from 
pressure. A figure stepped through 
the opening and onto the earth. An- 
other figure followed. What were 
they? 

They were men! Clad in strange 
garments that covered them tightly, 
they walked upright on two legs. 
But what puny men ! 

Half Karn’s size they were, and 
hairless. Through their skin-tight 
garments the bones of their narrow 
chests were visible. Their delicate 
fingers hovered at their waists over 
small sticks. The scent of fear was 
on them. 

Karn’s nose w’rinkled in disgust. 
No danger here. Then a third figure 
stepped out into the light and Karn’s 
flagging interest reawakened. This 
scent he recognized. This was a wo- 
man! 

S HE was taller than the men and 
her garment clung tight to a 
rounded figure that brought a gleam 
to Karn’s eyes. This one had hair, 
thicker than Karn’s own. Her fea- 
tures were more delicate than those 
of the women he had known, but 
somehow more pleasing. 

He realized that the three were 
speaking. Their nfouths did not move, 
there was no sound. Yet they spoke. 
Karn could hear the voices inside his 
head. Somehow he understood. 

“What a place to land,” the woman 
said. 

“Couldn’t be helped,” one of the 
men replied. “At least it has air. Once 
the tanks are full we’ll be on our way 
again. In a minute or two I’ll test that 
liquid to see if we can drink it.” 

“Mhst you test everything? It 
looks all right. And why must we 
stand so close to the ship?” 

“Because we don’t know what sort 


of place we’ve landed in,” the second 
man said. 

“There’s only one way to find out,” 
she told him. “ By moving around.” 

Her tone was openly contemptuous. 
Karn found himself agreeing with 
her. These men were spineless. They 
must be so to let a woman talk to 
them like this. Listen to the way they 
bickered. Like three women over a 
piece of meat that had fallen from 
the cave fire. 

Karn’s nose twitched. What was 
wrong with these people? While they 
argued senselessly among themselves 
their lives hung in the balance. Could- 
n’t they smell the gray wolf that was 
creeping toward them? 

The three stood almost below Karn 
and jabbered back and forth. And 
not twenty feet away gray-green 
eyes watched them intently. Karn saw 
the wolf’s haunches lower. In a mo- 
ment three hundred ana fifty pounds 
of carnivore would launch itself upon 
them. 

Claws would rip their flesh, flash- 
ing fangs rend and tear them. Karn 
was quite objective as he thought 
about it. They didn’t have a chance. 

A roar split the air. Karn had 
known it was coming. But the three 
below were taken completely by sur- 
prise. Fear rooted them and froze 
them into immobility. Crouching, 
Karn watched death come hurtling 
toward them. 

But after all, they were his own 
kind. 

J^ARN met the wolf in mid-leap. 

No tiger could have made the 
leap more surely than he His plum- 
meting weight landed squarely ath- 
wart the beast’s back, breaking short 
the trajectory of its bound. 

Together they crashed to earth. 
Karn’s legs encircled the wolf’s middle 
with the strength of a python. Steel 
fingers found its throat. 

Claws raked at Karn’s thighs, sla- 
vering fangs sought his hands. He 
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retaliated in kind. His own teeth were 
at the wolf’s jugular. The animal 
rolled, taking Kara along with him, 
but the man would not loose his 
grip. 

Bestial growls rumbled from two 
chests. Dust-covered and splattered 
with gore, they fought across the 
glade. Karn’s legs tightened inexor- 
ably and the wolf’s growl became an 
anguished squeal. 

It could not shake the thing that 
clung to its back. Slowly, surely its 
ribs’ were forced inward until they 
cracked. Then jagged ends dug at its 
lungs, its heart. There was a gush of 
blood from its nostrils. It lay still. 

Kara spat out the salt sweat that 
ran into his mouth and wiped it from 
his eyes. Slowly he rose and shook 
the tension from his leg muscles. 
Blood dripped from a shallow gash in 
his thigh but that concerned him 
little. He had suffered worse in the 
past. 

For the duration of the fight he 
had forgotten completely the two men 
and the woman. Now, turning, he 
saw them watching him. Fear clouded 
the eyes of the men, but in the wo- 
man’s gaze he read awed admiration. 

Kara gestured, a motion meant to 
show peaceful intentions. His move 
was misinterpreted, and as he came 
toward the three the men reached 
for the little sticks that hung at 
their waists. Frantically they waved 
them at him. 

Were they trying to frighten him 
with those things? Anger flushed 
Kam’s face and a low growl issued 
from his throat. One blow from each 
of his hands and these puny men 
would be dead. The woman he liked. 

But the sticks had stopped waving. 
They were pointing directly at him. 
He was caught suddenly in the grip 
of a force that held him helpless. 
Muscles stood out on his neck like 
tree roots but he could not move. 

Inside his head Kara heard the wo- 
man arguing again with her two 


companions. 

“A fine way to treat someone who’s 
just saved our lives!” 

“But he might be dangerous. You 
saw what he did to that beast. Look 
at the size of him. One twist of those 
hands and he’d tear our heads off our 
shoulders.” 

“He is a powerful brute, isn’t he ?” 
But there was no fear in her voice. 
Onlv admiration. 

“Worse than a Green One,” agreed 
the second of the hairless ones. “We’d 
better get back into the ship.” 

They were a little slow about that, 
Kara thought. In the underbrush close 
by he had heard the movements of a 
heavy body. A saber-tooth had no 
need for stealth. And it was coming 
their way. 

“He’s trying to tell us something,” 
the woman was saying. He may be 
trying to warn us. Turn off those 
rays.” 

The men hesitated. Then their fin- 
gers moved slightly and Kara was 
free to move. 

"gUT now there was no time for 
warnings. Kara gestured over his 
shoulder and started for the opening 
in the huge ball. He sensed that 
safety lay inside. Behind him a huge 
cat snarled. 

The hairless ones hesitated no long- 
er. Leaving the woman to her own 
devices they dashed for the ship. She 
turned to run, tripped and fell. Kara 
scooped her up as he ran 

Almost together, the four reached 
the ship. The smell of the saber-tooth 
was strong in Karn’s nostrils; he 
could almost feel its breath on his 
neck as he dashed up a ramp. 

One of the men was fumbling with 
a lever. The ramp swung up; the 
opening in the ship’s side vanished. 
Against the gray-green wall the ti- 
ger’s body thudded. 

That danger now behind them, the 
two men were pointing their sticks 
at Kara again. But this time the 
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woman halted them before they could 
paralyze him. 

“That’s twice he’s saved our lives. 
How much more proof do we need 
that he’s friendly?” She smiled at 
Earn. “Who are you?” 

“Earn, of the tribe of Tur.” 

“I am Andra, and these men are 
Harus and Ven. We are of Mahlo. 
We thank you for saving our lives.” 

Harus was the smaller of the two 
men. His face was thin, pinched with 
perpetual fear. Ven too seemed al- 
ways frightened. They stared at Earn 
doubtfully. 

“What are we going to do with 
him?” Harus asked. 

“Maybe we could take him back to 
his tribe,” Andra suggested. “If it’s 
very far we could save him a long 
trip.” 

Her eyes questioned Earn. He 
shook his head. 

“No. They would kill me.” 

“Somewhere else, then?” 

Earn shrugged. A full-grown male 
was no welcome guest in any tribe. 
Andra read his thoughts and was 
sympathetic. 

“You’re really up against it, aren’t 
you ? From what we’ve seen of your 
world so far I would guess it was no 
place for a man without friends.” 

“I will go with you to your people ; 
to Mahlo, wherever that is.” 

“What a notion,” Harus snorted. 
“Picture this uncouth thing in his 
wolf skin on Mahlo ! Besides” and the 
disdain went out of his voice, “we’d 
be doing him no favor.” 

Earn grunted They didn’t think 
much of him. But there was more of 
it than that. The three of them had 
fallen to arguing again. There was 
talk of Mahlo and the Green Ones, 
whoever they were. The argument 
droned on endlessly. 

“Too much talk,” Earn said abrupt- 

ly. 

The talk stopped. Andra was look- 
ing at Earn, a slow smile spreading 
across her face. Her breasts rose and 


fell with a change in her breathing 
and Earn felt a warm flush rise with- 
in him. 

“I think Earn is right,” she said. 
“Too much talk.” 

COME WHERE in the bowels of the 
ship a great beast purred. I should 
not have let them strap me down, 
Earn thought. The purring grew loud- 
er, the ship lifted. 

His back pressed against the seat 
and there was a crushing weight 
on his chest. His insides tied them- 
selves in knots. What was happening 
to him. What invisible monster held 
him in its clutch? 

“Afraid?” Andra asked. 

Earn was aware that the weight 
was off his chest. The purring was 
muffled. They had the beast penned. 
Then Andra unfastened the thongs 
that bound Earn. 

“Why should Earn be afraid?” he 
smiled scornfully. 

“Perhaps now you would rather 
remain in your own world. There may 
be danger on Mahlo.” 

This woman was a fool. Naturally ; 
she was a woman. What was danger 
to Earn? What was danger to a man 
who had lived his life with Tur and 
the bull males of the tribe, who roam- 
ed the same jungle with the saber- 
tooth and the great wolf? 

Yet she was a woman, and one who 
attracted him. Earn reached out and 
drew her to him. Let her feel the 
might of his arms. She was doing 
something strange with her lips, 
pressing them against his. 

“Now let me go,” she said. Then, 
sharply, “Let me go!” 

Bewildered, Earn released his grip. 
He was confused by this creature of 
moods. One moment she smiled and 
the next moment she seemed angry. 
He wanted to please her. But how? 

“Well, we’re all right,” Ven said. 
He came from some other chamber 
in the great ship. “We’re running 
free now. At the next force field we’ll 
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cut into Mahlo’s orbit.” 

There was more strange talk which 
Earn did not understand. More de- 
bate, too. It seemed that these men 
spent half their time arguing with 
the woman. 

Apparently the men held the supre- 
macy, but a very shaky one. The wo- 
man seemed not to know too much 
about this ship. But she had a good 
deal to say nevertheless. 

Then Harus’ voice came out of no- 
where. “Better strap in again. We’ve 
hit Mahlo’s orbit.” 

Again there was the awful pres- 
sure, the crushing weight. Violent 
forces shook the ship. Andra moaned 
softly. Strange words issued from her 
lips. Then they were out of the clutch 
of the awful force. 

“Landing at Nobla,” Ven said. Pan- 
els slid away and Karn could see 
through the walls of the ship.- 

Below them was a city. They drop- 
ped toward it and its gargoyle-topped 
towers reached up to meet them. 
Strange birds winged across an azure 
sky. They came down over the city 
and landed gently in a meadow next 
to the mouth of a great cavern. 

XTOBODY around,” Ven said. “I 
don’t understand it.” 

“They weren’t expecting us to land 
at Nobla,” Andra said. “You’re al- 
ways worrying about something. 
Come on, let’s get out.” 

The ramp came down and the four 
descended, Harus leading the way. 
Karn wondered why they moved so 
warily. This was their own land. What 
were they afraid of? 

To one side the mouth of the cavern 
yawned dark and forbidding as they 
went toward it. Andra explained to 
Karn that it was the mouth of. a tun- 
nel which led to the city proper. There 
were walls about the city which were 
never opened. 

They were almost to the tunnel 
when the green things came at them. 
Slimy beings, as tall as Harus and 


Ven, covered with green scales and 
four-armed, more lizards than men, 
they poured from the tunnel. 

Emitting bird-like cries they 
swarmed forward, long spears point- 
ing ahead at waist level. With a 
scream of fear, Ven spun around and 
ran. Andra and Harus stood petrified. 

Their reactions were typical, appar- 
ently, for the Green Ones came on as 
though used to encountering little re- 
sistance. Even the sight of Karn, huge 
of frame and heavy-thewed, draped 
in his wolfskin, failed to register. It 
was a fatal mistake. 

As the first of the Green Ones 
reached him Karn side-stepped nim- 
bly, sweeping the spear aside and 
tearing it from its bearer’s grasp. 
Karn’s other hand shot out and con- 
nected with a snout. The man-lizard 
dropped, its face turned to green and 
oozing pulp. 

In Karri’s hands the spear became 
a club. The Green Ones turned toward 
him in a body, trying to fend off this 
unexpected attack. They were met by 
a whirling staff that crushed what- 
ever it hit. Karn’s power was over- 
whelming. His rush cut a swath of 
death through the green ranks, forc- 
ing them back. 

He heard Andra calling and looked 
back over his shoulder. She was 
standing at the opening in the ship, 
screaming to him. In their blind fear, 
Harus and Ven were prepared to take 
off and leave him behind. 

No saber-tooth could have altered 
the direction of his charge more 
quickly than Karn. Before the Green 
Ones could even attempt to block his 
retreat, Karn was through them and 
past them. 

IJARUS and Ven sprawled in their 

A flight chairs, panting as though 
it were they who had done the fight- 
ing. Only Karn seemed relaxed as 
the ship rose and hovered above the 
Green Ones. 

“Well,” Andra said bitterly, “Nobla 
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is gone. There’s only Luma now. And 
soon the Green Ones will have that.” 

“Nobla was yours?” Karn asked. 

“All of Mahlo was ours,” Andra 
told him. “But that was only until 
the Green ones got started. Now we 
have only one city left, and not many 
Mahloans to defend that,” 

Scorn flashed from her eyes at 
Harus and Ven. “And you saw how 
brave they are,” she said to Karn. 

“Where is this Luma ?” Karn asked, 
disregarding her thrust at the two 
Mahloans. 

“Not far. After we have a look at 
what the Green Ones have done to 
Nobla we’ll go there.” 

The great ball skimmed over the 
meadow, lifted above the walls of 
Nobla and rose to the height of the 
tallest towers of the city. For a while 
it hovered alongside a great stone gar- 
goyle that peered down into the street 
below. Bodies were strewn along the 
streets, Karn saw They were all male. 

“The women escaped,” he observed. 
He heard Andra suck in a sharp 
breath and turned to her. 

She was pointing to a nearby roof. 
From a doorway there a woman of 
her kind had emerged and was run- 
ning across the roof toward the para- 
pet. Behind her came three of the 
Green Ones. 

Only shreds of the woman’s clothes 
remained. Her face was clearly visible 
to Karn. It was the face of a woman 
crazed by fear and shock She reached 
the parapet, paused, and saw that the 
Green Ones were almost or. her. With- 
out hesitation she jumped. Karn 
watched her fall until she hit the 
street. 

“This would happen to you too?” 
he asked Andra. 

“If the Green Ones caught me. And 
eventually they will.” 

J^AGE welled up within Karn. The 

V thought of Andra in the clutches 
of these slimy things sent the blood 
roaring through him. 


“They will not get you,” he said. 

“No 9 After Luma there won’t be 
any place to retreat. Thr voyage that 
Harus and Ven and I have just made 
was in search of another world where 
we might be safe. But the others are 
as dangerous as Mahlo.” 

Karn reflected that a people who 
could not fight these Green Ones had 
little hope of survival among the Turs 
and the beasts of his own world. Com- 
pared to the great wolves and the 
saber-tooths the Green Ones were 
nothing. 

“We will kill the Green Ones,” he 
decided aloud. “We will fight them 
and destroy them.” 

“Don’t make me laugh,” Andra 
said. “You’ve seen our men when they 
were ip danger.” 

The ship had lifted and was leaving 
Nobla behind. Watching the horizon 
ahead, Karn saw another city come 
into view within a short time. It 
looked exactly like NoHa. They must 
be a great people who could build 
cities like these, who could make ships 
that flew through the air. 

But they could hardly be called men. 
What sort of man was it who did not 
have even the instinct for self pres- 
ervation ? What sort was it who would 
not defend his woman? Andra read 
Karn’s thoughts. 

“What kind of men ?” she said. “I’ll 
tell you. They never built the cities 
of Mahlo. Those have stood for thou- 
sands of generations, erected by some 
forgotten ancestors. 

“The men of Mahlo have never had 
to fight. There was no danger here. 
So they spent their time in idle chat- 
ter, in philosophy, in the invention 
of luxuries. But they retained control 
of the government. When the Green 
Ones came out of the forests of the 
south and began their conquering 
march, our men decreed that we must 
retreat before them. 

“When only Nobla and Luma re- 
mained to us, the men decreed that we 
must retreat from Mahlo to a world 
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without dangers. Unfortunately there 
is no such place.” 

Earn thought for a moment. “What 
about the Green Ones ?” 

“They are more reptile than human, 
as you saw. But they do have a rud- 
imentary intelligence. Added to their 
instinct for aggression it is sufficient 
to destroy us. Wait until you see our 
Council in session. You won’t wonder 
then.” 

T UMA had turned out en masse to 
welcome Andra and her two com- 
panions. Earn had been the center of 
attraction and interest for a few min- 
utes. But it was the report of the 
three Mahloans which mattered most. 

Andra gave it to them straight. 
There was no hope elsewhere. The 
Green Ones were only minor terrors 
among the blood-lusting creatures the 
Universe had spawned. Unless the 
men of Mahlo fought back they were 
doomed. 

Yet Earn saw no sign that a fight 
was even imaginable. Shoulders sag- 
ged, heads dropped in resignation, 
but that was all. As he and his three 
companions walked with the throng 
to the Council forum, Earn saw brows 
knit in contemplation, none in anger. 

There were as many women as men 
in the great hall of assembly. They 
cast no votes, but they had plenty 
to say. 

“We might consider retreating to 
the northern deserts,” Ven said after 
he had called the meeting to order. 

The women shouted him down. 
What it was that the women wanted, 
Earn could not guess. But the men 
quailed before them and became con- 
fused. The most important assembly 
in Mahlo’s history was going to break 
up with nothing done. 

“We can only wait, then,” Ven said 
regretfully. A chorus of assent rose 
like a dirge. 

It was all Earn could take. For 
himself death was nothing. All his 
life had been lived in its shadow. But 


that Andra should fall into the hands 
of the Green Ones was another thing. 
And that these men should allow their 
women to meet similar fates filled 
him with contempt. 

“You can do something !” he shout- 
ed, coming to his feet. “ You can 
fight!” 

Beside him Andra pulled at his arm. 

“But we don’t know how. No Mah- 
loan has ever lifted his hand in anger. 
Don’t you see?” 

The rest of the women were shrill- 
ing the same sentiments, drowning 
out the men. Listening to them, Earn 
began to understand a great deal. 
But it was not time for that now. 

“Be silent!” he roared. “I see only 
that you are all going to die. At least 
die like men 1” 

The women’s voices shrilled in his 
ears but he shouted them down. By 
sheer lung power he silenced them, 
and the sight of his giant figure awed 
them and kept them silent. 

“I am going to pick one hundred of 
the men,” Earn told them.. “With 
nothing but pointed sticks and clubs 
they are going to follow me. And they 
are going to fight ! Do you hear ? They 
are going to fight!” 

TNARENESS held no terrors for 
Earn. Etis eyes were sharp, his 
hearing as acute as a bird’s, his sense 
of smell infallible. Beyond Nobla’s 
wall he caught the scent of the Green 
Ones, foul and slightly acrid. 

He had to move fast. The men of 
Mahlo were not as well equipped as 
he. They had to have light to find 
their way around. And in an hour 
the sun would be up. 

Earn moved away from the gates, 
edged along the high wall until he 
found a rough section. His fingers 
sought crevices. Then, with the agil- 
ity of a monkey, he made his way 
upward. At the top of the wall he 
waited, listening to the sounds of deep 
breathing on his right and below. 

The Green Ones slept. Their guards 
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were at the gate as a matter of course. 
But they slept secure in the belief 
that there could be no attack. Earn 
grinned into the darkness as he drop- 
ped. 

Peering ahead, he saw vague fig- 
ures and moved toward them on 
soundless feet. Only three or four of 
them here. It would not take long. 
His hands reached out and closed on 
a throat. 

It was ridiculous that the Mahloans 
should be afraid of these creatures. 
But they were afraid of their own 
women, so it might have been expect- 
ed. Yet they were more afraid of Kara 
than of either. 

He had bunched his muscles and 
scowled at them. And they had quail- 
ed. They were afraid to follow him. 
But they were more afraid not to 
follow. Earn thought that when the 
sun rose he would find his men wait- 
ing outside the gates of Nobla. 

Four of the Green Ones lay dead 
at his feet as he sought for the bolts 
that held the gate shut. Very slowly 
he drew those bolts. All it would take 
to open the gates would be the slight- 
est push. 

But it was taking him longer than 
he had expected. Already the sky was 
purpling. Running now, Earn sped 
down the broad avenue toward a tall, 
gargoyle-topped building. 

He found ledges, plenty of hand- 
holds, but it was a long climb. The 
rising sun caught him still twenty 
feet from the roof. Below, the city 
stirred and came awake. 

Green Ones were in the street. 
Earn prayed that they would not look 
up. His prayer proved futile. He mov- 
ed faster as bird-like cries came up to 
him. He had been discovered. 

/^LIMBING desperately now, he got 
a hand over the parapet just as 
a green snout poked its way over. 
Earn struck out and the snout van- 
ished. Then he was over. 

More of the Green Ones came at 


him as he gained the roof. Snatching 
up a fallen spear. Earn drove them 
back. By sheer ferocity of his attack 
he forced them back through the door- 
w r ay from which they had emerged. 
The door slammed between them. 

They thought he was going to fol- 
low. He could hear them chattering 
among themselves on the other side 
of the door. They were trying to de- 
cide what to do. Their discussion gave 
Earn exactly the time he needed. 

His eyes roved the roof, trying to 
find something that would be heavy 
enough to hold the door against those 
on the other side. He had to protect 
his back. But the roof seemed blank. 

But there was something Earn 
could use. The gargoyles. Great arch- 
itectural excrescenses, they had never 
served any purpose. Thev could serve 
a purpose now. 

Each was the size of a small bould- 
er, weighing close to six hundred 
pounds Earn lifted ont easily, car- 
ried it to the door, and set it down. 
One more trip and he was safe. 

From the edge of the roof he could 
see beyond the wall. His hundred were 
there, puny indeed from this height. 
His yell brought them around. 

They could see him, but they were 
still afraid. Indecision held them mo- 
tionless for an instant. Then they 
began to move. And they moved for- 
ward. 

r jTHE Green Ones had not seen them 
yet. Their own eye. 1 were turned 
up at this shouting giant on the roof. 
Then the gates of the city swung open 
and Earn’s men were in the broad 
street. 

Swarms of the Green Ones poured 
from the buildings. Thej paused to 
form a line of attack, their spears 
poised in readiness. That was when 
Earn went into action. 

He ripped a gargoyle loose from 
the mortar that held it and dropped 
it over the parapet. Before it landed 
he had started another on its way 
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down. “You beat them !” she cried as she 

On the Green Ones they fell with came from the ship, 
devastating suddenness, each one “Yes. And we will drive them from 
crushing dozens. Another of the great every city on Mahlo and back to the 
missies fell, and another. A half dozen forests from which they came.” 
of them there had beer in all, and “But that won’t be necessary, 
when the last one landed the street There’s no reason for you to risk your 
was a shambles. life. That’s the trouble with — ” 

Karn’s men fell on the disorganized “There is only one trouble,” Kara 
remnants of the Green Ones. Hairless interrupted. “The women of Mahlo 
the Mahloans were, and puny. But have turned their men into women 
there was a trace of manhood still in too.” 

them. Spears darted and clubs flailed, “You can’t talk to me like that !” 
and the Green Ones fell. Andra flared. 

Kara had known that only the taste Kara found his men watching him. 
of blood was needed. And he had been He had led them to victory over the 
right. Now his men knew that they Green Ones. But with women it was 
too could fight, and that the Green another story. Could he stand up to 
Ones were not irresistible. Andra? They were watching Kara, 

By the time Kara reached the ready to follow him again. But which 
ground again the Green Ones were in way would he go? 
full flight. As long as they had held “Woman,” Kara said, “hold your 
the upper hand they had been brave tongue!” 

enough. In the face of resistance they Her face reddened with anger, then 
were cowardly. turned white as Kara took a threat- 

Like Tur, Kara thought. Or like ening step forward. Her head drop- 
any other bully. ped in submission. 

Then he looked up. A shadow cross- It was victory, complete and final, 
ed his path and he saw the great ball Before Kara’s eyes the men of Mahlo 
skim over the city. Tur was forgotten seemed to grow inches taller. Their 
now. As he went toward the landing shoulders straightened. For the first 
field with his men, Kara knew that time they were out of bondage. They 
he would never return to Earth. As were men. And it was this man from 
long as Andra was on Mahlo he want- another ^world, Kara, who made them 
ed to be there too. so. 

THE END 

ANTENNAE 

★ By ★ 

CARTER T. WAINWRIGHT 

G NE of the marvels of the insect world ies— perhaps radio waves Regardless, man 
is the peculiar appendages various has 8 one to the insect for another one of 
insects have and which are known his superb inventions— the antenna, 
as antennae. These antennae or feelers in the parlence of electronics and radio, 
serve as communicating elements, some- an antenna is simply a reasonant electrical 
times by direct touch, sometimes through a conductor, resonant to the frequency being 
medium unknown to us — perhaps superson- transmitted. An ordinary radio transmitter 
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generates high frequency alternating cur- 
rents, which in themselves are of no value. 
The desire is to generate radio waves. To 
do this, the high frequency alternating cur- 
rents must be fed into some sort of a gadget 
which will convert them into electromagnet- 
ic waves. The device used to do this is the 
antenna. 

In its simplest form, an antenna is mere- 
ly a length of conductor, usually a wire, 
which is coupled to the radio transmitter 
through induction by a coil or transformer. 

In such a basic antenna, there is really 
only one critical factor — its length. An 
antenna acts as a resonant circuit with 
what are called distributed constants. That 
is, the inductance and capacitance of the 
wire are a function of its length. Therefore 
varying the length, varies these quantities. 
And since the wave length of a radio wave 
is dependant upon the frequency, the length 
of the antenna bears a direct relationship 
to the frequency of the radio wave. A long 
radio wave (low frequency) requires a long 
antenna; a short radio wave (high frequen- 
cy) requires a short antenna. Thus antennae 
may range in length from hundreds of feet 
to fractions of an inch! High frequency 
radio waves often employ antennae which 
are only a few inches in length, a few 
times the length of the radio wave in- 
volved. Actually an antenna may be any 
length so long as it is a physical integral 
multiple of the radio wave which it is 
handling. It can be seen therefore, that an 
antenna may be tuned just like any radio 
circiut — only the tuning involves changing 
the length of the wire! 

Present day antennae (or antennas) as- 
sume many forms. Some look like bed- 
springs stood on end, others look like little 
bowls, others look like H-shaped novelties. 
There are good reasons for this variety in 
shape. With present day high frequencies, 
as employed in FM, in short-wave, in radar, 
and in television, it is desireable to have 
very directional radio beams. With a simple 
straight wire, located vertically in the air, 
the radiation is beamed all directions; with 
a simple horizontal wire, the radiation is 
beamed primarily in two directions. It can 
be seen that such antennae are unsatis- 
factory for radar etc,, where uni-directional 
beams are desired. 

'T'HE first directional antennae consisted 
of a horizontal straight wire, with 
a second wire, connected to nothing lo- 
cated behind it. This set-up acted as a 
reflector, just like a mirror in an auto- 
mobile headlight reflects, the light from the 
lamp. Gradually as more was learned about 
the behavior of radio waves, this ability 


to reflect them with suitable appartus was 
employed more and more. All sorts of com- 
plex arrangements were designed to beam 
them in one direction. Essentially that is 
what you see when you examine the now- 
common television antennae atop homes. 
The fact that they are designed to receive 
radio waves makes them no different ba- 
sically than transmitting antennae. 

When we consider very high frequency, 
short wave-length radar waves, we discover 
that their behavior is even more like that 
of ordinary visible light. In fact, they are 
often called, “quasi-optical’’ waves. Con- 
sequently, they can be treated in the same 
way. 

A small antennae carrying these waves, 
is placed in the focal plane of a parabo- 
loidal “mirror’' (in radio usually a mesh is 
sufficient so long as it is smaller than the 
wavelength) and a beautiful “serachlight" 
beam of radio waves is obtained! This as- 
tounding faculty of high frequency waves 
is the basis of all radar. 

With a suitable combination of antenna, 
very high frequency wavelengths, and rel- 
atively large reflecting paraboloids, beams 
of waves no more than three or four de- 
grees wide may be obtained. In radar, 
which is essentially a “radio finger,” this is 
incredibly important. It permits the beams 
to land on their objects, right on the nose. 

Automatic mechanisms sweep the an- 
tenna through the sky until it encounters 
a plane or the like, sends back its signal — 
caught by the same antennae, and the ob- 
ject is pin-pointed. 

Prior to the recent work with highfre- 
quencies, antennae had been rather disre- 
garded. In the first place the theory is 
difficult to understand. Consequently, it 
was common practice to string up a wire 
and let it go at that. While such a practice 
is all right for ordinary receiving sets, for 
directional work, it is no good at all. 

The reason that radio receivers are able 
to receive so well, with merely a coil of 
wire behind their cabinets, is a tribute to 
the engineers who made the sets so sen- 
sitive. Yet, the average receiver functions 
much better with a properly designed re- 
ceiving antenna. But perfection isn’t nec- 
essary so most people care very little about 
the antenna. 

As yet, with television, antennae are ex- 
tremely important. In fact, the antenna 
is the heart of the present-day sets. Prob- 
ably. after a time, when transmitters be- 
come commonly located, the television an- 
tenna will lose its importance. However in 
radar and other directional work, the an- 
tenna will always be of extreme importance. 

The End. 
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3-PART SERIAL— PART I 


By HOWARD BROWNE 


When Tharn set out to rescue his beloved Dyiara, 
he did not dream the whole Cro-Magnon world opposed him 


TAk 
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Maddansd and in pain from tha flames, 
the lion sprang over the burning stockade 


T RAKOR, youthful member of the 
tribe of Gerdak, moved at a 
swinging trot along a winding 
game trail that led to the caves of his 
people. Through occasional rifts in 
the matted mazes of branches, leafs, 
creepers and vines of the semi-trop- 


ical forest and jungle, rays of the late 
afternoon sun dappled the dusty ele- 
phant path under his naked feet. 

His slim young body, clothed only 
by the pelt of Jalok, the panther, 
twisted about his loins, was bathed 
in perspiration, for both heat and hu- 
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midity were intense here in the heart 
of primeval jungle. From time to time 
he transferred the flint-tipped spear 
to his left hand while he rubbed dry 
the sweating palm of his right against 
his loin cloth; for a slippery spear 
shaft could mean the difference be- 
tween life and death in a battle with 
some savage denizen of this untamed 
world. 

Trakor was beginning to worry. 
There was less than an hour of day- 
light remaining and he was still a 
long way from home. The thought of 
spending even a small portion of a 
night alone in a territory that 
abounded in lions, panthers, leopards 
and the other fearsome creatures of 
forest and plain, sent shivers of dread 
coursing along his spine. 

And there was no one but himself 
to blame for this predicament ! A boy 
of seventeen had no business attempt- 
ing a task that would have given an 
older, more experienced warrior 
pause. Only a fool, he told himself 
bitterly, would have gone forth alone 
to hunt without having first gained 
experience by many trips in the com- 
pany of seasoned hunters, thus learn- 
ing the habits of the wild creatures. 

It was all Lanoa’s fault ! In the soft 
fragrance of midnight hair curling 
about the tanned oval of her lovely 
face, in the smoothly rounded perfec- 
tion of her slender body, in the golden 
depths of her clear, glowing eyes, 
were the seeds of madness that had 
sent him forth on a fool’s errand ! Be- 
fore coming under her spell he was 
content to spend his days learning 
from old Wokard the art of painting 
scenes of tribal life and the hunt on 
the walls of the caves of his people. 

Not until he watched Lanoa’s other 
suitors displaying the trophies of the 
hunt did young Trakor make his de- 
cision to lay aside his paints and ven- 
ture out in search of game. For it was 
easy to see how greatly Lanoa was 
impressed by the boastful tales of the 
other young men. 


But where they hunted in groups, 
for safety’s sake, Trakor would go out 
alone after Neels, the zebra, or Bana, 
the deer. And when Lanoa saw him 
return to the caves of Gerdak with 
the carcass of Neela across his should- 
ers, his heavy spear trailing from a 
casual hand, then would she realize 
that of all the young men of the tribe 
it was Trakor who was best suited 
to be her mate! 

Thus the stuff of dreams . . . and 
how different the reality ! Since early 
morning of this day he had wandered 
through the forest and across wide 
stretches of prairie, seeking any of 
the various species of succulent grass- 
eaters that served as the principal 
fare of the Cro-Magnons, And while 
he had caught sight of grazing herds 
on several occasions, his utter lack of 
experience in the art of stalking pre- 
vented him from coming anywhere 
near enough for a successful spear 
cast. 

Now he was slinking back home 
empty handed to face the gibes of 
those he had thought to impress, 
while the light of day gradually 
waned and the dark shadows of the 
jungle grew heavier across his path. 

But the boy’s wounded pride began 
to trouble him less as the certainty 
that he must spend a night in the 
open became increasingly evident. 
The everyday noises of the jungle, so 
nerve-wracking to those unable to in- 
terpret them, yet unnoticed by the 
jungle- wise, kept him in a constant 
state of apprehension while his fertile 
imagination pictured lurking shapes 
crouched behind the wall of tangled 
underbrush lining either side of the 
trail. 

\yiTHOUT warning, the narrow 
path debouched into a fair-sized 
clearing, through the center of which 
moved the sluggish waters of a shal- 
low stream, its low banks covered 
with reeds. 

Compared with the dull half-light 
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of jungle depths, the glade seemed 
bright as midday, although the sun 
had already dipped behind the tower- 
ing rampart of trees to the west. 
Trakor’s heart swelled with renewed 
confidence and his step was almost 
jaunty as he moved through the knee- 
deep grasses and rustling reeds to the 
river bank. 

Now he knew exactly where he was. 
Another hour at a half-trot would 
bring him to the caves of Gerdak. 
The jungle wasn’t such a fearsome 
place after all! He had spent an en- 
tire day in the open and not once 
come across anything more danger- 
ous than monkeys and birds. Tomor- 
row he would go out again to hunt, 
nor would he return empty-handed a 
second time. 

Dropping to his hands and knees 
at the river’s edge, he drank deeply 
of the brackish waters. Rising, he 
took up his spear, waded the ankle- 
deep stream and trotted lightly on- 
ward, his goal the break in the op- 
posite wall of trees which marked the 
continuation of the same trail he had 
been following. 

Thus did young Trakor betray his 
abysmal ignorance of the jungle and 
its inhabitants. No experienced way- 
farer of the wild places would have 
approached that opening without the 
utmost caution; for it is often just 
such a setting the great cats choose 
as a place to lie in wait for game. 

The slender youth was within a few 
feet of the bole of a mammoth tree 
that marked the trail’s entrance, 
when a sudden rustling amid a clump 
of grasses to one side of the path 
brought him to a startled halt. 

Before Trakor could recover from 
his initial shock, those trembling 
grasses parted, and with majestic de- 
liberation, Sadu, the lion, stepped in- 
to the trail less than twenty paces 
from the paralyzed youngster. 

Huge, impressive, his sleek, tawny 
coat and bristling mane shimmering 
in the fading sunlight, his tufted, 


sinuous tail moving in jerky undula- 
tions, stood the jungle king, his round 
yellow eyes fastened hypnotically on 
his intended prey. 

Trakor knew that only seconds re- 
mained for him in this life, that with- 
in fleeting moments he must go down 
to a horrible death beneath rending 
fangs. 

And with that knowledge came a 
fatalistic courage - a courage he had 
not dreamed he possessed. With icy 
calmness he closed the fingers of his 
right hand tightly about the shaft 
of his spear and brought it up level 
with his shoulder, point foremost, 
ready for a cast when the great beast 
should charge. 

Slowly Sadu crouched for the 
spring, his giant head flattened al- 
most to the ground, massive hind- 
quarters drawn beneath him like 
powerful springs, his long tail ex- 
tended and quivering. 

Voicing a thunderous roar, Sadu 
sprang. 

DACING across the plains and 
through the jungles of a savage 
world, moving with unflagging swift- 
ness by night and by day, came 
Tharn, mighty warrior of an era al- 
ready old twenty thousand years be- 
fore the founding of Rome — an era 
which witnessed the arrival to recog- 
nizable prehistory of the first true 
man • 

Somewhere to the south of this 
Cro-Magnon fighting man, separated 
by endless vistas of primeval forest, 
grass-filled plains and towering moun- 
tain ranges, were the girl he loved 
and the men who had taken her. 

Still fresh in Tharn’s memory were 
the events of the past few weeks: 
the battles in Sephar’s arena; the 
bloody revolt engineered by Tharn 
and his friends; the arrival of his 
father and fifty warriors of his tribe ; 
the ascension of his close friend, Ea- 
ton, to the kingship of Sephar; the 
finding of his own mother, long given 
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up for dead after disappearing from 
the tribal caves ten summers before; 
the stunning shock upon learning 
that Jotan had taken Dylara with him 
when he and his party of fellow Am- 
madians began their journey back to 
far-off Ammad, mother country of a 
civilization and culture far in advance 
of the Cro-Magnon cave dwellers.* 

The thrust of a knife from the 
cowardly and treacherous hand of 
Sephar’s high priest had come near 
to costing Tharn his life on the eve 
of his departure in quest of Dylara. 
As it was, an entire moon passed be- 
fore the caveman was able to leave 
his bed. 

Pryak, the high priest, had died 
horribly in payment of his treachery ; 
but Tharn suffered a thousand deaths 
from enforced idleness while the girl 
he loved was being carried farther 
and farther from the one person who 
possessed the ability to effect her 
rescue. 

And then, over a moon ago, Tharn 
bade farewell to his mother and to the 
father whose name he bore, and 
plunged into the heart of the unfam- 
iliar territory south of Sephar, taking 
up the trail of those Ammadians who 
held Dylara. 


'^'EAR sunset of this particular day, 
Tharn awoke from a nap, as it 
was his practice during the baking 
heat of mid-afternoons. By thus con- 
serving his strength during the more 


trying portion of the days, he was able 
to spend many hours after nightfall, 
when the air was cooler, in pursuit 
of his quarry. 

Rising to his feet on a softly sway- 
ing branch a full hundred feet above 


the jungle floor, Tharn flexed the 


mighty muscles of arms and legs, his 
naked chest swelling as he drew in 


great draughts of humid atmosphere. 
The slender fingers of his strong, sun- 
bronzed hand pushed back the shock 


'“‘Warrior of the Dawn”, December, 1942-Jan- 


uary, 1943, Amazing Stories. — Ed. 


of thick black hair crowning his finely 
shaped head and strikingly handsome 
features, while the flashing, intelli- 
gent gray eyes roved quickly over the 
mazes of foliage surrounding him. 

Nor was it his eyes alone that pro- 
bed those curtains of growing things ; 
ears and a nose keen as those of any 
jungle dweller were no less active. 

He was on the point of descending 
to the game trail below when Siha, 
the wind, brought to his sensitive 
nostrils the scent of man commingled 
with the acrid smell of Sadu, the lion. 

For the space of a dozen heart- 
beats he stood there, high above the 
hard-packed earth, while his keen 
mind rapidly analyzed the message 
his nose had picked up. From the 
strength of those scents he knew 
both man and beast were not far 
away, while the direction of the 
breeze told him their position. 

Since the day Tharn, the son of 
Tharn, set out in search of the girl 
he loved, he had encountered men on 
several occasions and always those 
meetings were unpleasant. The Cro- 
Magnon tribes inhabiting the moun- 
tain ranges between Sephar and the 
land of Ammad were distinguished 
by their ability as fighters and an un- 
flagging suspicion of strangers. Were 
it not for Tham’s tremendous 
strength and incredible agility, he 
would have died long ere this. 

Consequently his first reaction was 
to let Sadu and the unknown man set- 
tle their impending quarrel without 
his own intervention. But a basic part 
of Tharn’s character was his ready 
willingness to come to the aid of the 
underdog, to champion the cause of 
the weak and oppressed. It was a 
trait which had brought him to the 
brink of disaster more than once ; but 
Tharn, were he to have given the 
matter any thought at all, would not 
have had it otherwise. 

Thus it was that the caveman al- 
tered his course to the east and he 
set off through the trees, swinging 
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among the branches with the ease and 
celerity of little Nobar, the monkey. 
Now and then, with the agility of long 
practice, he sent his lithe body hurt- 
ling across some gap between trees, 
to grasp with unerring accuracy the 
limb his quick eye had selected. Yet 
notwithstanding his seemingly reck- 
less pace his passage was almost 
soundless; and though the tangled 
verdure appeared as a solid wall, only 
rarely did his flying figure scrape 
against the riot of vegetation hem- 
ming him in. 

A few minutes later the giant Cro- 
Magnard swung into the branches of 
a tree at the edge of a large circular 
clearing. Even as he reached the 
broad surface of a bough extending 
over the floor of the open ground, 
he caught sight of his old enemy, 
Sadu, the lion, crouching in the trail 
almost directly beneath him. Simul- 
taneously he saw Sadu’s intended 
prey: a slender Cro-Magnon youth, 
some four years younger than Tharn 
himself, who was standing stiffly 
erect, facing the lion, a flint-tipped 
spear poised in his right hand. 

Tharn felt himself thrill to the 
boy’s unflinching courage even as he 
recognized its futility, since no hu- 
man could thus withstand the iron- 
thewed engine of destruction that was 
Sadu, the lion. 

Tharn was given no opportunity to 
make use of his arrows or grass rope ; 
for even as he observed the two fi- 
gures below, the lion’s tail shot stiffly 
erect, a shattering roar split apart the 
jungle stillness and Sadu charged. 

As a swimmer dives from a spring- 
board, so did Tharn launch himself 
into space, his right hand snatching 
the flint knife from the folds of his 
loincloth as he left the branch. 

"^TEVER before had the cave lord 
thus attacked the king of beasts ; 
but never before had he sought to 
wrest Sadu’s prey, unharmed, from 
the animal’s fangs and claws. As it 


was, he landed full upon the lion’s 
back, crushing the beast to earth only 
inches short of its goal. 

Voicing a startled shriek, Sadu re- 
bounded from the forest floor like a 
tawny ball and turned to rend his 
foolhardy attacker. 

Tharn, however, was not on the 
ground. His mind, trained from birth 
to function with lightning-like rapid- 
ity, had chosen the only way to pre- 
vent his unplanned act from result- 
ing in certain death for himself. And 
so it was, as his diving body crushed 
Sadu to the ground, he passed his 
strong left arm about its neck, locked 
his powerful legs about its loins, and 
plunged his flint knife into its side, 
seeking the savage heart. 

Roaring, snarling and spitting in a 
frenzy of rage, Sadu reared high and 
toppled back upon the human leech. 
But Tharn’s legs locked only the 
tighter while the heavy knife, backed 
by biceps like banded layers of steel, 
sank home again and again. 

Had the battle endured seconds 
longer the outcome might very well 
have been reversed. But before then 
Tharn’s weapon tore twice into that 
untamed heart, and Sadu, with a final 
fearsome shriek, collapsed to move no 
more. 

As Tharn rose to his feet, his calm 
gray eyes met the awed, half-mes- 
merized gaze of the boy whose life he 
had saved. At sight of the incredulous 
expression on the young face, the cave 
lord’s firm lips curved in a winning 
smile that lighted up his strong, noble 
features. 

As for Trakor, he could not have 
moved or spoken had his life depended 
on it. There was no doubt in his mind 
but that he was in the presence of one 
of the gods old Wokard often de- 
scribed. Who else but a god could 
slay Sadu with only a knife ; who else 
but a god could possess such a com- 
bination of inhuman strength and un- 
believable agility ? The noble poise of 
that handsome head above broad 
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shoulders, the soft sinuous curves of 
that straight and perfect figure, the 
unclouded bronze skin, the calm dig- 
nity of bearing and manner — all those 
things were attributes of the benign 
gods who watched over and protected 
the people of Gerdak’s tribe. 

Tharn’s smile broadened as he 
guessed something of what was run- 
ning through the boy’s mind. 

“Do you,” he asked, “hunt often 
for Sadu with only a spear?” 

Trakor shivered. “I would not hunt 
him with a forest of spears ! When he 
came out of the grasses my blood 
turned to water and my toes crawled 
under my heels. Now I know what it 
is to be afraid!” 

“You should have taken to the 
trees while I fought with Sadu,” 
Tharn said. “Had he killed me, he 
would have slain you as well.” 

“Even Sadu cannot kill a god,” the 
boy said simply. 

Tharn blinked. “A god? I am no 
god. I am Tharn, a man of the caves, 
like you.” 

Trakor, while tremendously flat- 
tered at being compared with the 
stranger, was far from convinced that 
Tharn was telling the truth. 

“A caveman could not slay Sadu 
thus,” he declared, pushing a bare 
toe gingerly against the dead beast’s 
back. “No, you are a god, for gods 
have been described to me many times 
by old Wokard, who knows all about 
such things.” 

The giant Cro-Magnard shrugged, 
smiling, and sought to change the 
subject. “Who are you ?” he asked. 

“I am Trakor, of the tribe of 
Gerdak.” 

“The caves of your people are 
nearby?” 

“An hour’s march in that direc- 
tion,” Trakor said, pointing. 

Tharn’s eyebrows lifted in surprise. 
“So far? Do you often go alone this 
deep into the jungle?” 

Whereupon Trakor found himself 
telling the forest god the whole story : 


how the raven-haired Lanoa had 
shown, by her admiration for the 
young hunters of the tribe, that she 
would never become the mate of a 
man who did not excel in the hunt; 
how he was determined to prove to 
her and to the others of Gerdak’s tribe 
that he too was a great hunter. 

Tharn listened with grave atten- 
tion, and while there were times when 
he was tempted to smile at some un- 
conscious revelation of the boy’s char- 
acter, he resisted the impulse. It re- 
quired courage to venture along into 
the forest armed only with a spear. 
The soul of an artist, as revealed by 
Trakor’s love of painting, had clashed 
with the hot blood of youth and a de- 
sire to appear to advantage in the 
eyes of a lovely woman. Older and 
more conservative men than Tharn 
would have named Trakor’s act sheer 
lunacy; but Tharn was neither old 
nor conservative. Under the circum- 
stances he would have done exactly 
the same thing. 

YS^HEN Trakor was finished, Tharn 
said, “There will be other days 
for hunting. Unless you are willing 
to travel the jungle at night, you had 
best start for the caves of Gerdak.” 

Trakor sought to hide his appre- 
hension as he looked about the dusk- 
filled glade and back to the dark hole 
which marked the game trail en- 
trance. 

“You are right,” he said, turning 
to the cave lord. “I am grateful to you 
for saving me from Sadu, mighty 
Tharn. Who knows but that someday 
I may be of help to you.” 

“Who knows?” Tharn repeated 
gravely. 

He remained standing there as 
Trakor turned and walked briskly to- 
ward the wall of foliage to the south. 
The boy’s shoulders were squared and 
his brown-thatched head erect as he 
moved away, and Tharn felt a warm 
glow of admiration at the fierce pride 
that would not let its owner ask for 



RETURN OF THARN 


47 


further protection. For he knew that 
secretly Trakor dreaded the thought 
of traversing the final stretch of 
night-shroudea jungle. 

Purposely he waited until the youth 
was nearly out of sight, to learn if, 
at the last moment, Trakor’s step 
might falter or his head turn for one 
last appealing glance. But the boy 
forged steadily ahead . . . 

“Wait, Trakor,” Tharn called. 

The youth turned quickly and 
watched as Tharn gathered up his 
bow, quiver of arrows and grass rope 
from where they had fallen when he 
leaped to do battle with Sadu. With 
his weapons restored to their usual 
places, the caveman rejoined Trakor 
at the forest’s edge. 

“Since my way lies in the same di- 
rection,” Tharn said, “I will go with 
you for a time.” 

“Good,” Trakor said laconically. He 
might have said more, but he doubted 
the steadiness of his own voice, so 
great his relief. 

Side by side they moved briskly 
along the winding trail, while the 
gloom of early night grew amidst the 
semi-tropical depths of forest and its 
inextricably tangled maze of branch- 
es, vines and creepers. 

In some way these two members 
of the first race of true men to trod 
the globe were much alike ; in others, 
as different as day from night. In age 
Tharn was no more than four years 
beyond his companion ; in height per- 
haps an inch taller. Both were darkly 
tanned and each was clothed only by 
a loin-cloth of panther skin. 

But there the similarity ended. 
Where Trakor was slender and with 
muscles not yet fully developed, 
Tharn’s bronzed body was sheathed 
in supple sinews that rippled like steel 
cables beneath smooth skin. There 
was an undefinable surety, a bound- 
less confidence, reflected in the grace- 
ful majesty of his expression and 
bearing. Unconsciously Trakor sought 
to carry himself in a like manner, 


for he was deep in the throes of hero 
worship. 

“Tell me, Tharn,” Trakor said dif- 
fidently, at last, “are you not truly 
a god ?” 

“It might be,” Tharn said lightly. 
“Since I have never met a god, I 
would not know.” 

Trakor thought over the answer for 
a while. It did not seem that a real 
god such as old Wokard described 
would speak so of himself. Could it be 
that his new found friend, for all his 
superhuman abilities, was actually an 
ordinary man, just as he had claimed 
from the first? 

Well, man he might be, but never 
an ordinary one ! 

“I am glad you are a man, Tharn,” 
he said finally. “I do not think I would 
like to know a god.” 

“Nor would I,” Tharn agreed so- 
berly. 

qpiffiY 

moved rapidly ahead for a 
time, neither speaking. Suddenly 
the thunderous challenge of a lion 
rose from the depths of jungle not far 
to their right. Trakor shivered slight- 
ly and shot a quick glance at his com- 
panion. It was too dark for him to 
make out Tharn’s expression but he 
seemed entirely unmoved by the 
sound of Sadu’s voice. 

A moment later Trakor heard the 
rustle of something moving in the 
undergrowth beside the trail, and a 
prickly sensation crawled along his 
spine. Sadu was hunting again! He 
would have liked to call Tharn’s at- 
tention to the faint sound but hesi- 
tated to do so lest he appear overly 
nervous. Again came the slight rustle. 

“It is Gubo, the hyena,” Tharn said 
unexpectedly. 

Trakor gasped. “How do you know 
that?” he demanded, both relieved 
and bewildered. 

“He is upwind from us.” 

“Upwind? You mean you can scent 
him?” 

“Yes.” 
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The young man from the tribe of 
Gerdak nearly betrayed his skepti- 
cism. Never before had he heard of 
a man whose nose could receive and 
interpret a scent spoor. It smacked of 
a kinship with the animals them- 
selves. 

“Are you sure?” he asked uneasily. 

Tharn’s quick ear caught the un- 
dercurrent of incredulity in the boy’s 
voice, and he smiled under the cover 
of darkness. It was not the first time 
his unique ability had been doubted. 
He drew Trakor to a halt. 

“Watch,” he said. 

Lifting his head the cave lord gave 
voice to the hunting squall of a leo- 
pard. So perfect was his imitation of 
Tarlok’s cry, so fearsome the sound, 
that Trakor shrank back in quick 
alarm. 

As the harsh scream rose on the 
night air, there was a sudden flurry 
of motion among the tangled foliage 
to their right, a blurred figure skid- 
ded into the trail ahead of where they 
stood and disappeared around a bend 
of the path. In the brief moment in 
which it was visible, Trakor recog- 
nized the animal as Gubo. 

Crestfallen, Trakor could think of 
nothing to say. Never again, he re- 
solved, would he doubt any statement 
made by this god-like stranger. There 
were many questions he burned to 
ask, but an aura of reserve seemed to 
surround the man — an aura he hesita- 
ted to intrude upon. At last he could 
contain his curiosity no longer. 

“Where lie the caves of your people, 
Tharn?” 

“Nearly two moons’ march to the 
north,” the cave lord replied readily 
enough. 

“You came so great a distance 
alone ?” 

“Yes ” 

“Why?” 

Tharn did not at once reply. During 
the moon since he had set out from 
Sephar in search of Dylara this was 
his first opportunity for a friendly 


word with a fellow man. On the sev- 
eral occasions that he encountered 
hunting parties of Cro-Magnon war- 
riors, he had been regarded as legit- 
imate prey to be hunted down and 
slain. Tharn expected no different at- 
titude; it was the way of his own 
people when they came across fight- 
ing-men of other tribes. Consequently 
he gave such groups a wide berth, 
fighting against them only when 
given no other choice. 

Long periods of silence, however, 
were no hardship to Tharn. Since boy- 
hood he was accustomed to spending 
most of his days and many nights 
alone in the jungles and on the broad 
plains of this savage, untamed world, 
finding his greatest pleasure in mat- 
ching his courage, cunning and 
strength against the denizens of for- 
est and prairie. And because none of 
the other young men of his father’s 
tribe was so highly developed mental- 
ly or physically, he made no intimates 
among them. 

It was the kind of life which tends 
to develop a reticent nature in any 
man ; and while Tharn was in no way 
morose or antisocial he was given to 
saying little beyond what must, of 
necessity, be put into words. 

"^JNDER the warmth of Trakor’s 
awed respect and undisguised ad- 
miration, however, Tharn’s custom- 
ary reserve began to thaw and he 
spoke at greater length than he in- 
tended. 

“Two moons ago,” he began, while 
they moved steadily along the twist- 
ing elephant path, “the girl I wanted 
as my mate was taken by a group of 
men who called themselves Amma- 
dians. These men came from a great 
territory that lies south of your own 
caves. Ages ago many hundreds of the 
Ammadians left their country and 
traveled into the north, stopping fin- 
ally in a high valley only a few 
marches from where the caves of my 
people now are. 
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"Here they built many strange 
caves on level ground by piling heavy 
3labs of rock together, surrounding 
them all by a great wall of stone. They 
named this place Sephar and spoke of 
themselves as Sepharians. 

“From time to time bands of Am- 
madians cross the plains and moun- 
tains and jungles between Ammad 
and Sephar. The leader of one of those 
bands, an Ammadian named Jotan, 
saw Dylara and wanted her for him- 
self. Not long before this, Dylara had 
been taken from me by a hunting 
party of Sepharians, and she was held 
captive by Sephar’s chief until he 
gave her to Jotan. 

“Soon thereafter Jotan’s party set 
out on the return journey to Ammad. 
Because of a wound, it was an entire 
moon before I was able to set out in 
pursuit of those who hold Dylara.” 

So engrossed was Trakor in the oth- 
er’s story that he quite forgot his 
uneasiness regarding the night-cloak- 
ed jungle about him. His imagination 
was fired by Tharn’s adventures, and 
his ready sympathy went out to the 
cave lord in his romantic quest. 

“Then you must enter the land 
called Ammad and take Dylara from 
those who have her?” he asked. 

Tharn nodded. “At first,” he said, 
“I hoped to overtake Jotan and his 
men before they could reach Ammad. 
But several times I lost their trail for 
days on end. Once a raging fire swept 
over a great stretch of grasslands I 
was crossing and I was forced to 
spend many days circling the burned 
section before I was able to pick up 
the signs of their passage. Then, ten 
suns ago, I lost the trail completely; 
since then I have been guided only by 
the directions given me when I left 
Sephar.” 

For a little while Trakor did not 
speak. Then : “Are these men you call 
Ammadians not so large as the people 
of our tribes? Do they cover their 
bodies with a strange kind of skin 
that comes from no animal? And do 


they wear strange coverings on their 
feet? And do they carry a strange 
length of branch with a tight length 
of gut tied to each end and many 
small spears such as you are carry- 
ing?” 

Tharn, his pulses suddenly begin- 
ning to pound, seized the boy by one 
arm, bringing him to an involuntary 
halt. “Such are the Ammadians,” he 
said tensely. “What do you know 
about them?” 

“I have heard the warriors of my 
tribe speak of them,” Trakor said. 
“There have been times in the past 
when we fought them. But they are 
brave and good fighters and we do 
not have the gut-strung branches 
which throw the small spears so 
straight and so far. So now we seek 
no quarrel with them unless they 
come too near our caves. 

“Why, it was no more than five 
suns ago that Roban, son of Gerdak 
himself, watched a large party of 
them as they made their way up the 
great cliffs not far to the east of our 
caves. I heard him tell about it at the 
cooking fires that same night.” 

“Did he speak of women being 
among them?” Tharn demanded. 

Trakor scratched his head. “I do 
not think so. As I remember it now, I 
did not hear the whole story ; for Lan- 
oa walked away from the fires and I 
followed her before Roban had 
finished.” 

Tharn’s hand dropped from the 
boy’s arm. “Come,” he said, and once 
more they set out along the path. 

CHAPTER II 

CRO-MAGNON HOSPITALITY 

\ S THE two Cro-Magnon men 
rounded an abrupt bend in the 
elephant path, the jungle and forest 
ended sharply at the edge of a wide 
clearing before a sheer cliff, its sur- 
face dotted with many cave entrances. 
Near the escarpment base a dozen 
cooking fires blossomed against the 
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darkness, and the shadowy forms of 
members of Gerdak’s tribe moved 
about them. 

For a moment Tharn and his com- 
panion remained standing at the for- 
est edge watching the activity. The 
cave lord’s acute sense of caution, 
without which few dwellers of this 
savage world lived long, kept him mo- 
tionless while his sharp eyes took in 
every detail of the surrounding ter- 
rain, This business of approaching a 
village of strangers — and therefore 
enemies! — was a move not lightly to 
be taken, even when accompanied by 
one of its inhabitants. 

Trakor tugged at his arm. “Come, 
Tham! Come and receive the grati- 
tude of my father and my people for 
saving me from Sadu. When they hear 
how you slew him with nothing more 
than a knife they will worship you 
as a god!” 

His vague reluctance still with him, 
Tharn permitted the youth to urge 
him into the open. They were well in- 
to the clearing before one of the men 
about the fires caught sight of them 
and gave a warning shout. 

Instantly a score of warriors caught 
up their spears and formed a bristling 
line facing the newcomers, while oth- 
ers piled dry branches on the fires 
sending flames shooting high to il- 
luminate the scene with almost mid- 
day brightness. 

“Put down your spears !” cried 
Thara’s companion, laughing. “It is I 
—Trakor, son of Kygor. Where are 
your hunters’ eyes that you do not 
know me?” 

But the line of spear heads did not 
waver. Now, moving from behind the 
formation of fighting men came Ger- 
dak, chief of the tribe. Short, squat 
and very ugly was Gerdak. Set near- 
ly flush on his broad sloping shoulders 
was a bullet-like head, almost hairless 
as the result of an old scalp infection. 
Firelight reflected in his pig-like eyes 
made them glow like burning sparks 
as he glowered from beneath shaggy 


brows at the tall stranger at Trakor’s 
side. 

“Who is he?” growled the chief, 
jerking a grimy thumb at the cave 
lord. 

“He is my friend,” Trakor said, and 
there was the beginning of anger in 
his tone. “His name is Tharn. In all 
the world there is no greater fighter.” 

Nothing changed in Gerdak’s ex- 
pression. “He is not one of us. Tell 
him to go at once or I will kill him !” 

Trakor stiffened. Suddenly his ang- 
er flamed into the open — flamed with 
such intensity that he completely for- 
got the object of his wrath was his 
own chief. 

“YOU will kill him! Ha! There are 
not fifty among you who could kill 
him ! With only a knife he slew Sadu 
— leaping upon him as though Sadu 
were no more than Bana, the deer. He 
comes among us as my friend — treat 
him as such!” 

As he spoke Trakor, beside himself 
with the hot anger of the young, had 
advanced until he was standing di- 
rectly before the burly chieftain. With 
his last words the boy so forgot him- 
self as to shake a fist in the other’s 
face. 

With a lightning sweep of one knot- 
ted fist Gerdak struck the infuriated 
boy squarly in the face. So terrible 
the force of the blow that Trakor’s 
feet completely left the ground and he 
fell, unconscious, a full ten feet from 
where he had been standing. 

Jj^VEN as the boy’s body was falling 

Tharn acted. With a catlike bound 
he reached the chief, fastened a hand 
about the man’s bull neck and lifted 
him into the air. Holding the dazed 
Gerdak in a grip of steel he began to 
shake him until bones creaked in pro- 
test and his senses fled and he hung, 
limp and lifeless, in the circle of those 
mighty fingers. 

As Gerdak crumbled to the ground, 
his spellbound warriors came to life. 
With shouts of rage they leaped for- 
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ward to close upon the stranger who 
had dared to lay hands on their chief. 
But the agility and muscles that had 
brought their owner through count- 
less jungle battles were more than 
Gerdak’s warriors had reckoned with. 

With a panther-like leap Tharn 
reached Trakor’s prone figure. 
Snatching it from the ground to a 
place across his shoulder the cave 
lord turned and raced for the safety 
of the forest. Behind him came a 
shouting, cursing mob of raging 
fighting-men, brandishing spears and 
knives of flint. Had they thrown 
those spears within the first few sec- 
onds, the outcome would have been 
certain and Gerdak avenged. But they 
did not, and seconds later Tharn and 
his burden were lost among the shad- 
ows of overhanging trees. 

For more than an hour Gerdak’s 
warriors ranged the vicinity in search 
of the pair, thrusting their spears 
among the tangled undergrowth and 
racing along the game trail on the 
chance their quarry was following it. 
Finally they reluctantly abandoned 
the hunt and returned to where the 
body of their chief still lay on the 
clearing floor. Discovering a spark of 
life yet remaining, they bore him to 
his cave and after a while succeeded 
in bringing him back to consciousness. 

It would be many suns before Ger- 
dak fully recovered from his exper- 
ience, but deeply planted in his dull- 
witted mind were the seeds of fear — 
fear that the mighty stranger called 
Tharn might return. 

WEAVING, bobing sensation was 
Trakor’s first impression as his 
hurt brain struggled back to con- 
sciousness. Beneath him was warm 
smooth flesh, and now and then he 
felt the brush of leaves or a vine 
against his back ana sides. 

When he opened his eyes he found 
himself being borne at a rapid pace 
through the forest top. For a moment 
he was unable to grasp the meaning 


of his strange position, then a fam- 
iliar voice said, almost in his ear: 

“Lie still for a little while. We are 
almost there.” 

It was Tharn’s voice and with it 
came the memory of what had tran- 
spired before Gerdak’s fist struck 
him unconscious. With a sigh, Trakor 
let the tenseness leave his body and 
he lay quietly across his new friend’s 
broad shoulder. 

Onward went Tharn, threading his 
way among the tangled labyrinth of 
branches with practiced ease. Broad 
boughs bent alarmingly beneath the 
double burden as he neared their tips 
while passing from one tree to an- 
other; but always he found the next 
before the weight proved too heavy. 
Yet so accustomed to such jungle 
highways was the cave lord that he 
seemed fairly to be flying through 
.the trees. 

Finally Tharn came to rest upon a 
wide branch high above the ground. 
Gently he deposited Trakor to a sit- 
ting position beside him, permitting 
the boy to rest his back against the 
tree’s bole. 

So intense was the darkness about 
them that Trakor was barely able to 
make out the form of his rescuer al- 
though he wap only a few inches 
away. Trakor grasped a small branch 
to insure him from slipping from his 
high flung perch and for a little 
while said nothing, waiting until he 
:ould be sure the words would come 
)ut without a quaver. 

“Where are we, Tharn?” he said 
finally, pleased at the matter-of-fact 
tone he was able to muster. 

The darkness hid Tharn’s under- 
standing smile. “A short distance 
from the caves of your people.” 

“They are no longer my people,” 
Trakor said hotly. “Even when I told 
them you were my friend they were 
against you.” 

He was silent for a moment. Then : 
“What happened after Gerdak struck 
me?” 

Briefly Tharn told him of what 
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transpired in the clearing. When he 
was finished, the boy was thoughtful 
for a little while. The realization was 
strong that never as long as Gerdak 
lived would he be able to return to his 
own people. That alone did not cause 
him to regret what had happened; it 
was the -knowledge he might never 
again see his father and mother that 
was hard for him to bear. As he was 
still hardly more than boy quick tears 
stung his eyes and he was thankful 
the darkness prevented his companion 
from seeing these signs of weakness. 

The turn events had taken within 
the clearing had hurt Tharn, too. Lost 
was his opportunity of questioning 
Roban, son of Gerdak, about the 
party of Ammadians Trakor had men- 
tioned. He broke the momentary si- 
lence to say: 

“Have you any idea where the Am- 
madians scaled the cliffs you men- 
tioned?” 

Not until now did Trakor recall the 
reason his new friend had sought out 
the caves of Gerdak. The realization 
that his own unthinking anger was 
largly responsible for Tharn’s failure 
to get the information was galling 
and he said so at length. 

Tharn halted the flow of self re- 
crimination. “Gerdak,” he pointed out, 
“would not have allowed his son to 
tell me anything. I hardly expected 
any other inception so we have lost 
nothing ... Do the Ammadian trav- 
elers who pass this way scale the 
cliffs at the same place each time?” 

“No,” Trakor leplied sadly. “There 
are many places that afford a way 
over them.” 

“And you recall nothing Roban said 
which would indicate the place this 
last party used?” 

“No, Tharn. It could be any one of 
ten.” When the man beside him made 
no reply, he added: “What do we do 
now ?” 

'T'RAKOR’S use of the word “we” 
brought the realization to Tharn 
that he was now faced with two prob- 


lems. The first, of course, was to lo- 
cate the trail of Dylara’s abductors 
— and already his keen mind had hit 
on a short cut to that end. The second 
problem showed every indication of 
being a great deal harder to solve: 
What was he going to do with 
Trakor? 

To permit the boy to return to the 
caves of Gerdak was unthinkable. The 
chief would be sure to blame him for 
what had happened; and while he 
might not actually kill Trakor he 
would certainly make his life unbear- 
able. Nor could he leave this inexper- 
ienced youngster to face the jungle 
alone. Sadu or Jalok would be feeding 
on his soft flesh before two suns were 
gone! 

The only alternative was to take 
the boy with him on his search for 
Dylara. It would mean slowing his 
pursuit of the Ammadians to a rela- 
tive crawl — a thought galling to the 
cave lord . . . 

“What do we do now?” Trakor said 
again. 

Tharn shrugged lightly, his decision 
made. “We wait awhile. Now we shall 
sleep for an hour or two." 

“Up here?” Trakor’s voice faltered 
a little. 

“Would it be better to sleep on the 
ground?” Tharn asked with grim 
humor. 

As though to underscore the ques- 
tion, the distant scream of a panther 
came to their ears Trakor shivered. 
“The tree is better,” he admitted. “It 
is only that I have never slept in a 
tree.” he laughed uncertainly. “I sup- 
pose I can get used to it.” 

“Lean your back against the 
trunk,” Tharn said, “and allow your 
legs to drop on either side of the 
branch you are sitting on, resting 
your feet on the branches directly be- 
low. That way you will not fall, Ho 
matter how soundly you sleep.” 

The boy obeyed, and while he found 
the position less restful than the 
heap of pelts in the cave of his father, 
it was bearable. He knew he would not 
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be able to sleep, for already the chill 
of the jungle at night was creeping 
into his bones. 

Seconds later he was sleeping 
soundly, while above him Tharn too 
slept in a fork of the same tree. 

A HAND shaking his shoulder 
awoke Trakor with a start. 
Crouching on the branch beside him 
was Tharn, his magnificent body 
faintly discernable in the diffused 
light of Uda, the moon. 

“Come,” Tharn said. “It is time we 
set about locating the path used by 
the Ammadians in scaling the cliff- 
side.” 

“At night?” Trakor asked wonder- 
ingly. “Would it not be better to wait 
until there is enough light to pick up 
the trail?” 

“I have another plan,” Tharn re- 
plied evasively. “Here,” he added, 
stooping. “Place your arms about my 
neck.” 

Although he did not understand the 
reason behind the order Trakor fol- 
lowed his companion’s bidding. An in- 
stant later he was swept up and out 
into the maze of branches while borne 
in Tharn’s arms. 

Where before much of the passage 
through the middle terraces of the 
trees had been hidden from Trakor by 
darkness, now the way was lighted 
by the moon, disclosing to the youth’s 
horrified eyes the awful depths be- 
neath. Gradually Trakor’s fears grew 
less as he observed the unfailing sure- 
ness with which Tharn trod this high- 
flung pathway, and in its place came 
an abounded admiration of his agil- 
ity and strength. Never before had he 
heard of a human who used the same 
avenues as little Nobai. the monkey 
— and used them with the same nim- 
bleness and speed. Occasionally war- 
riors of his tribe lay in wait for game 
among tree branches, but such climb- 
ing was as nothing when compared 
to this. 

That uncanny instinct which so of- 
ten had guided Tharn through unfam- 


iliar territory did not fail him this 
time, and within half an hour he and 
his burden were gazing from the safe- 
ty of a high branch at the deserted 
cliffside containing the caves of 
Gerdak. 

At the sight of the familiar scene 
a great weight seemed to press 
against Trakor’s heart. Was his new- 
found friend deserting him — return- 
ing him to certain suffering at the 
hands of short-tempered Gerdak? Did 
not Tharn know that never again 
would he dare to return to his own 
cave — that the chief would make him 
pay a thousandfold for championing 
the giant stranger? 

Dreading the reply, he asked : “Why 
have we come back here, Tharn?” 

“You told me Roban, son of Gerdak, 
knows the route taken by the Am- 
madians,” said Tharn. “I am going to 
ask him where I may find it.” 

“But you cannot !” cried Trakor. 
“The instant Gerdak and his warriors 
see you their spears will cut you to 
pieces !” 

“Then I must keep from being 
seen,” Tharn observed lightly. “Point 
out to me the cave where Roban 
sleeps. I will enter and get him, bring- 
ing him here that I may question him 
in peace.” 

Trakor was horrified by the sug- 
gestion. “It is impossible! Mighty as 
you are, you could not hope to enter 
and leave the chief’s own cave with- 
out being caught. Always several war- 
riors sleep just within the entrance, 
for there are several among the tribe 
who hate Gerdak and he fears assas- 
sination while he sleeps.” 

For a long moment Tharn seemed 
lost in thought and Trakor was con- 
gratulating himself upon his success 
in talking the cave lord out of his 
mad scheme. But Tharn’s next words 
showed his silence had been prompted 
by another reason altogether. 

“Describe Gerdak’s cave to me,” he 
said, “telling me, if you can, where 
in it Roban is most likely to be sleep- 
ing.” 
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For a second Trakor was tempted to 
disclaim all knowledge of the subject. 
But then the realization came that 
Tham would go ahead with his plan 
with or without the information he 
sought. 

Carefully he told all he could about 
the chief’s cave, describing in minute 
detail its layout and plan, together 
with such information as where the 
guards were likely to be sleeping and 
the probable location of Roban’s sleep- 
ing furs. 

Roban, he said, would not be diffi- 
cult to pick out. He was about Tra- 
kor’s own age but very skinny, with 
long legs and arms and a peculiarly 
shaped head, the crown rising almost 
to a point. He was an unpleasant 
youngster, sly and cunning, and gen- 
erally disliked. 

Tham listened attentively; and 
when his new friend was done, he un- 
shipped the quiver of arrows from its 
place on his back and handed it and 
his spear to Trakor. The grass rope 
he left coiled across his shoulder and 
under the opposite arm, and his flint 
knife remained in the folds of his 
loin-cloth. 

“Wait here for me,” Tharn said. 
The boy nodded, not trusting himself 
to speak, and watched the other slip 
easily through the branches to the 
ground at the clearing’s edge. 

"DROKEN cloud formations dotted 
u the midnight sky and Tharn wait- 
ed patiently until one of them could 
obscure the full moon long enough 
for him to gain the foot of the steep 
scarp a hundred yards away. Several 
times small clouds blotted out Uda’s 
radiant beams ; but not until a sizable 
one moved into the proper position did 
Tharn leave the protecting shadows 
of the tree. 

With great bounding strides, silent 
as the shadows themselves, Tharn 
crossed the clearing tc the cliff’s base. 
For a few moments he skirted its edge 
until he located a series of man-car- 
ved ridges which formed a rude and 


perilous ladder to the cave entrances 
above. With the sure-footedness of 
long practice he swarmed lightly up- 
ward, past cave after cave, until he 
came to rest a few feet below the 
yawning hole marking the entrance 
to Gerdak’s dwelling. 

He crouched there motionless, his 
ears straining for some indication 
that those within were still awake. 
But other than a faint sound of some- 
one snoring, he heard nothing. 

With infinite stealth he drew him- 
self onto the ledge outside. To his un- 
believably sensitive nostrils came the 
assorted smells of a Cro-Magnon shel- 
ter. Through the medium of scent he 
established that five men and two wo- 
men were within, all of them his ears 
said were sound asleep. 

Suddenly the cloud was gone from 
the moon’s face and silver effulgence 
bathed the cliffside, leaving Tharn 
exposed to possible discovery. And so, 
crouching, the naked olade of his flint 
knife held ready, Tharn entered the 
lair of Gerdak, chief of a Cro-Magnon 
tribe. 

As Tarlok, the leopard, stalks the 
wariest of grass -eaters, so did Tharn 
make his way into that black hole. 
No human ear would have been able 
to mark his passage as his naked feet, 
seemingly endowed with eyes of their 
own, threaded their way past one 
sleeping body after another. 

Two warriors lay athwart the en- 
trance; these Tharn stepped across, 
so close he could feel the animal heat 
from their bodies. Past a stack of 
spears piled against a side wall, avoid- 
ing a block of stone on which were 
piled several baked clay pots and 
dishes, skirting a heap of furs where 
an old woman slept, mouth open and 
the breath whistling between tooth- 
less gums . . . these were danger 
points along the way. 

At last he reached the rear wall of 
the cave — and there he found the ob- 
ject of his search. A lanky length of 
tanned human lay face up on a pile of 
skins, breathing heavily, arms thrown 
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wide. A few feet away, near a side 
wall, lay the stocky form and hairless 
pate that belonged to Gerdak, the 
chief. 

The time had come for the high 
point of danger in Tharn’s plan. 
Crouching beside the sleeping form 
of Roban, Tharn tightened his hold 
on the hilt of his knife, swung his 
arm in a short savage arc and brought 
the butt of the knife hard against the 
young man’s skull! 

There was a single violent upheaval 
of limbs which Tharn smothered in- 
stantly beneath his own weight, a sob- 
bing cry which died unborn as a 
mighty hand pressed against the 
parted lips . . . and Roban lay sense- 
less. 

Swinging the unconscious youth to 
his shoulders, Tharn turned to make 
his way back to the cave entrance. 
Three cautious steps he took . . . and 
then a muscular hand closed about 
his ankle! 

CHAPTER III 
SADU ATTACKS 

^ADU, the lion, pacing slowly and 
k majestically through the velvet 
blackness of a jungle night, came to 
a sudden halt as Siha, the wind, 
brought to his sensitive nostrils the 
acrid scent of burning wood. 

For several long minutes the great 
cat stood as though turned to stone, 
his broad nostrils twitching nervously 
under the biting fumes. Sadu was un- 
pleasantly familiar with the red teeth 
that ate everything in their path, for 
it had been scarcely a moon ago that 
he barely escaped the fangs of a for- 
est fire. 

Had it been smoke alone which 
Sadu smelled, he would have turned 
away and sought his night’s food 
elsewhere. But commingled with the 
scent of fire was another smell, and it 
was the latter that finally sent him 
slinking ahead. 

After the lion progressed another 


several hundred yards in this manner, 
the winding game trail debouched ab- 
ruptly into a large natural clearing 
bordering the r**d-covered banks of 
a wide shallow river. 

Standing amid the impenetrable 
shadows cast by a great tree at the 
clearing’s edge, Sadu surveyed with 
slitted eyes the bustle of activity 
about the open ground. There were at 
least fifty men there, some of them 
tending a blazing windrow of bran- 
ches arranged in a large circle to en- 
compass a considerable section of op- 
en ground where were heaped several 
mounds of supplies. Others were pre- 
paring the evening meal, bringing 
water from the river and performing 
the other duties which go with estab- 
lishing camp for the night. 

It was the scent of these men that 
had brought Sadu here. Ordinarily he 
would have passed up the two-legged 
creatures for the more satisfactory 
flesh of zebra or deer, but there had 
been an absence of such meat lately 
because grass-replenishing rain had 
not fallen in many moons and the 
grass-eaters had strayed away from 
the vicinity in search of fresh pas- 
tures. Too, Sadu had found man easy 
prey when he was alone — in numbers 
he was dangerous, particularly when 
backed by burning brands and sharp- 
pointed sticks. 

The circle of fire with which these 
men had surrounded themselves gave 
Sadu pause. Only the pangs of hunger 
kept him from turning about and 
seeking less complicated prey. Slowly 
the heavy lips rolled back, baring the 
great fangs, and from the depths of 
the cavernous chest came a series of 
grunting coughs. 

As the dull, rumbling challenge 
reached the ears of those within the 
camp, men straightened from their 
tasks and looked fearfully into the 
heavy darkness beyond the light from 
the fires. A few unsiung their bows 
and tested the strings, while others 
made sure their heavy war spears 
were within reach. 
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In the center of the camp itself, a 
group of five people — two girls and 
three men — broke off their conversa- 
tion as the first notes of Sadu’s voice 
reached them, and looked nervously 
at one another. 

“Sadu is hungry too ” one of the 
girls observed lightly as she turned 
her attention back to the freshly gril- 
led meat on the clay dish before her. 

“Will he attack us?” the other girl 
asked unsteadily, her dark eyes round 
with fear. Her slender, softly rounded 
body was covered with a knee-length 
tunic of some coarse, woven material 
and a cloud of black curls framed the 
delicate features of her olive-skinned 
face. 

“I do not think so, Alurna,” the 
first girl said, without taking her 
eyes from her food. “Sadu fears fire ; 
he would have to be close to starving 
to brave the flames.” 

One of the three men, a slight, 
small-boned man whose round, full- 
fleshed face habitually wore an ex- 
pression of slow-witted amiability, 
moved a little closer to the fire. “How 
do we know,” he said anxiously, 
“whether this lion is not that 
hungry?” 

The first girl shook back her wealth 
of reddish brown hair and looked at 
the speaker, her brown eyes sparkling 
with laughter. She said, “We can’t 
know, Javan — not until he either 
springs through the fire or turns 
around and goes away.” 

If the words brought any comfort 
to Javan, his actions failed to show it. 
Once more he shifted his position un- 
til he was close to sitting in the burn- 
ing branches and the fingers of his 
right hand were trembling uncontrol- 
lably as he groped for his flint-tipped 
spear. 

“Dylara jests, Javan,” the tall, 
broad-shouldered man next to him 
said. “There are too many of us for 
even several lions to attack.” 

“You say that, Jotan,” Dylara said, 
“because you do not know Sadu as I 
know him. Often he will charge a 


hundred warriors through fires far 
larger than ours, yet at times several 
lions have run away from qne man 
walking alone in the jungle. More 
than any other beast, Sadu is a crea- 
ture of ipoods, and no one can say 
for sure what he will do.” 

'J'HE third man in the group rose 
now to scrape the remaining food 
on his plate into the fire. He said, “We 
are certainly in no position to dispute 
with Dylara the habits of animals.” 
There was a subtle note of condescen- 
sion in his voice that only Jotan and 
the princess Alurna noticed. “You 
must remember that Dylara is differ- 
ent from us. Most of her life has been 
spent among the people of the caves, 
and there can be no doubt but that 
the barbarians know the jungle and 
its life far better than we can ever 
hope to.” 

Jotan’s pale blue eyes frosted over 
and the hard, firm angle of his jaw 
tightened. For nearly two moons now 
he had endured Tamar’s gibes at his 
love for a girl who had been a barbar- 
ian slave of Sephar’s court. Many 
times during those sixty suns had 
Tamar said that no member of Am- 
mad’s ruling class, as was Jotan, had 
a right to take as mate some half- 
savage cave girl. There was such a 
thing, argued Tamar, as noblesse 
oblige, and Jotan was not only alienat- 
ing his friends by this mad passion 
but breaking the laws of his class and 
his country. 

Not that Tamar had anything per- 
sonal against Dylara. On the contrary, 
he thought her beautiful and as gra- 
cious and regal as Alurna herself. But 
there was the matter of birth and 
blood — barriers too great for accept- 
ance as the noble Jotan’s mate. 

All this was in Jotan’s thoughts as 
he answered Tamar’s last remark. 
“Perhaps it would be better for us,” 
he observed lightly, “if we had a little 
of Dylara’s knowledge of the jungle 
creatures and their ways. Perhaps 
then we would be spared such terror 
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at the sound of Sadu’s roar ” 

He made the statement while look- 
ing full into Tamar’s eyes, and was 
rewarded by seeing a tinge of red 
creep into his friend’s freshly scraped 
cheeks. And because no man likes to 
be called a coward, no matter how in- 
directly; Tamar sought to hit back. . . 
in the one way that would cut Jotan 
the deepest. 

“It is unfortunate,” he saic mildly, 
“that we could not have brought along 
with as the wild man who came to 
Sephar seeking Dylara. I’ll wager he 
would not turn a hair were Sadu to 
charge among us at this moment.” 

As though in direct challenge to 
the statement, Sadu, in the darkness 
beyond the camp, again lifted his 
voice in the hunting roar of the king 
of beasts. 

This time the hot bloo^ of anger 
welled into Jotan’s face and a biting 
retort formed on his lips. But a 
glimpse of Dylara’s suddenly stricken 
expression checked them there, un- 
uttered. 

In the brief silence that followed 
Tamar’s words, Dylara was aware 
that the others were watching her as 
though to learn if Tamar’s edged com- 
ment would goad her into a response. 

And so she made answer ; and while 
the words were directed to Tamar, it 
was Jotan whom they hurt. 

“You are right, Tamar,” she said 
proudly. “Tham, more than any man 
I have ever known, is free of fear. 
How could he know fear when there 
is no man or animal that could match 
his strength, agility or quick mind. 

“Had you seen him, as I did, crush 
the skull of a full-grown lion with a ' 
single blow of his fist, had you seen 
him close in battle with Tarlok, the 
leopard, with only a stone knife to use 
against Tarlok’s teeth and claws, had 
he carried any of you through the 
highest branches of the forest top — 
then you would know why I am sure 
he came through the battles in Seph- 
ar’s arena! That is why I know that 
even now he is on his way to take me 


from you. 

“And when he does come, neither 
you nor all the warriors with you can 
keep him from his purpose. You are 
children — all of you! — when com- 
pared to Tharn !” 

r J'HE nails of Jotan’s fingers were 
biting into his palms. “And would 
you go with him, Dylara ” > ” he asked 
between stiff lips. 

The girl’s lovely brown eyes soft- 
ened as she saw the pain under his 
carefully expressionless face. 

“Yes, I would go with him,” she 
said gently. “All of us know that I am 
no more than a prisoner among you. 
All of you have been kind and 
thoughtful and friendly toward me. 
Yet there is never a moment that I am 
not under the eyes of a guard. That 
is why I say that, giver the chance, 
I would escape and return to the caves 
of Majok, my father.” 

Alurna shuddered. “You would not 
get very far, Dylara. The jungle 
beasts would get you the first night.” 

“I think not,” Dylara said matter- 
of-factly. “You keep forgetting that 
I am not a Sepharian. The jungle and 
plains are not to me the horrible 
places they seem to you who have 
spent your lives behind the stone 
walls of your cities.” 

“How can you think of returning 
to such a life, Dyiara?” Jotan said, 
almost pleadingly. “It is no way for 
a girl to live — in constant danger day 
after day, living in cold, damp holes 
in a cliff, wearing onl> an animal skin. 

“Wait until you have seen the city 
of Ammad! As wonderful as Sephar 
must have seemed to you, it is crude 
and barbaric when compared to the 
splendor of the cities of my country. 
And in all the world there is no 
palace so lavish as that of Jaltor, king 
of all Ammad. Why, a few days 
among the glories and comforts of 
life among my people and the thought 
of returning to your caves would be 
hateful indeed !” 

But Dylara was shaking her head. 
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“No, Jotan. Tamar is right when he 
says I would not fit into such a life. 
I was taken to Sephar as a slave to 
the Sepharians; and, as considerate 
as you have been, I am being taken to 
Ammad while still a slave.” 

“Not as a slave!” Jotan protested. 
“You are to become my mate. You will 
be shown the same honor, the same 
respect that I am given. I am a noble 
of Ammad, Dylara. Jaltor, ruler of 
Ammad, is my father’s closest friend. 
He — all Ammad — will be at your feet 
the day we go before the high-priest 
of the God-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be 
Spoken-Aloud and he makes you my 
mate.” 

The conversation clearly had got- 
ten out of hand. Both Jotan and Dy- 
lara, so hard did each strive to make 
the other see his side of the argument, 
were putting into words things they 
ordinarily would never have said in 
front of those with them. 

And all during the exchange, Alur- 
na, princess of Sephar, sat there and 
watched them, her head bowed slight- 
ly and a hand shielding her face that 
none might see the hatred and jeal- 
ousy mirrored there. 

For Jotan was hers! Whether he 
was aware of that as yet was imma- 
terial. Men had been blinded by beau- 
ty before and still brought to their 
senses before it was too late. As love- 
ly as the cave girl was, Alurna knew 
that her own beauty suffered little by 
comparison — something that Jotan 
would have seen long ago were his 
eyes not blinded by a mad infatuation. 

There was little else to do for the 
time being, Alurna realized, except 
wait. Tonight or tomorrow or a moon 
from now the opportunity for ridding 
herself of her brown-haired rival 
would come along. She had almost ar- 
ranged the girl’s death in Sephar, but 
Dylara had slain the hired assassin. 
Next time the result would be differ- 
ent. Fortunately it was not something 
that had to be done in a hurry. Dylara 
gave no indication of willingly becom- 
ing Jotan’s mate, and being a person 


of high principles, Jotan would have 
her no other way. The only danger, 
really, was that his unfailing court- 
esy, thoughtfulness and complete ad- 
oration might succeed in winning the 
cave girl’s love. 

C ADU, the lion, standing beyond the 
^ circle of light cast by the fire, 
raised his voice in a challenging roar 
that cut into silence the encampment 
of humans. His hunger was growing 
with the passage of time and the sight 
of the many two-legged creatures be- 
hind the leaping flames. 

Again, Sadu’s majestic voice rolled 
out, filling the clearing with spine- 
tingling sound, and from the depths 
of night-shrouded jungle behind him 
came an answering roar. A moment 
later the foliage parted and a second 
lion slunk through the shadows just 
beyond the periphery of light. The 
newcomer was a great, tawny-maned 
beast even larger than the first. He 
eyed the blazing piles of branches and 
the men beyond them with slitted 
eyes for a long moment, then uttered 
a series of low, coughing grunts. In 
response to the signal, three more 
lions — a female and two full-grown 
males — emerged from the under- 
growth to join their leader. 

The first lion eyed the strange fam- 
ily and bared his great fangs, warn- 
ing them with a low rumble that he 
would permit no interference in his 
hunting. They stared at him silently 
with a kind of dignified reserve, then 
turned their attention toward the hu- 
mans beyond the wall of fire. 

Two full hours dragged past. With- 
in the camp the larger part of the 
caravan was sleeping soundly, huddled 
against the chill night air in sleeping 
furs. The normal guard of ten war- 
riors had been doubled against the 
possibility of attack by the great cats. 

Suddenly one of the lions rose to 
its feet and with regal deliberateness 
stalked into the open ground border- 
ing the line of fires. Slowly the jungle 
king strode along the unsteady line 
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of burning wood, his lithe sinews rol- 
ling beneath the shimmering hide, the 
sinuous tail moving in graceful undu- 
lations. Soundless were his padded 
paws on the turf and the mighty voice 
was silent. 

Several minutes passed before one 
of the guards caught sight of the 
single lion. The man lifted a loud 
shout of alarm and several more of the 
sentries hastened to join their com- 
panion. When he pointed out Sadu 
less than a spear’s cast outside the 
fires, the others readied their weap- 
ons for the attack they expected at 
any moment; while Sadu, seeing the 
flurry of motion among the hated 
manthings, lifted his mighty head 
and gave voice to a thunderous roar. 
“ . . . Dylara! Dylara!” 

The cave girl awakened instantly 
at sound of the frightened voice. She 
sat up and threw back the folds of 
her sleeping furs. In the flickering 
reddish glow of the night fires she 
saw the slender form of the princess 
Alurna bending over her. 

“What is the matter?” Majok’s 
daughter demanded. 

“The lions !” Alurna moaned 
through chattering teeth. “Listen!” 

Fully aroused by the other’s panic, 
Dylara rose from the ground and 
tried to pierce the velvet wall beyond 
the light. Most of the camp’s sentries 
were grouped at a point near the line 
of fire, fingering their spear and bows 
nervously and staring at something 
between them and the jungle. 

. . . Sadu ceased his uneasy pac- 
ing, his tail lashing now in brief, jerky 
movements. Too long had he put off 
feeding. The fearsome fires were dim- 
mer now; let them die down just a 
little more and he would leap across 
them and take his food. 

Elsewhere among the sheltering 
trees the other lions watched him 
with unblinking attention. By now 
there were £ully a score of the mam- 
moth brutes lying among the tall 
grasses and reeds. In two’s and threes 
— even one family of six — they had 


assembled, drawn to the scene by the 
voices of the first arrivals. 

Again Sadu threw back his head 
and poured out his rumbling roar, 
seeking to build up his confidence suf- 
ficiently to brave the fires protecting 
his prey. Cautiously he began to inch 
his way toward the flames, his hind- 
quarters held low, his majestic head 
extended and flattened until his nose 
was close to the ground. 

While behind him other lions, made 
bold by his move, also began to creep 
toward the circle of fire. 

TAYLARA stiffened as Sadu’s aug- 
ust voice echoed through the 
clearing. Her brown eyes, keener than 
most, began to pick out points of 
glowing yellow among the black shad- 
ows of the trees — bits of light that 
she recognized instantly as the eyes 
of lions. Even as she was conscious 
that there were many of them, she 
became aware of their growing size. 

The cave girl waited no longer. 
Pushing past the fear-ridden princess, 
she went quickly to where Jotan slept 
nearby beneath a mound of furg and 
began shaking him urgently by the 
shoulder. 

The Ammadian opened his eyes. 
“What — what is it? Dylara? What is 
wrong ?” 

“The lions!” Dylara said hurriedly. 
“Many of them. They are preparing 
to charge us!” 

Flinging aside his furs, Jotan leap- 
ed to his feet and raced among the 
sleeping warriors, arousing them with 
a prodding foot and a few urgent 
words of explanation. Meanwhile, Dy- 
lara hurried to where the sentries 
were keeping watchful eyes on the 
first lion. 

“Quick!” she exclaimed. “Throw 
some of the burning branches among 
the trees. There is still time to drive 
Sadu away!” 

. . . Sadu, at sight of the rapidly 
awakening camp, halted his slow ad- 
vance. For a moment he hesitated, 
his highly strung . nerves twitching 
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with indecision. And when several of 
the men dragged burning branches 
from the fires and threw them, like 
blazing spears, in his direction, he 
snarled uneasily and drew back. Al- 
ready a few of the other lions had 
turned tail to flee back into the 
jungle. In another moment the re- 
treat would become a rout and Sadu 
must seek elsewhere for food. 

And then there occured one of those 
unpredictable turns of fate which 
none can foresee. One of the blazing 
brands, propelled by a strong arm, 
struck full against the flank of a re- 
treating lion. There followed a puff 
of smoke as hair burned away a wide 
patch and seared the skin beneath. 

Sadu’s uncertain temper blazed 
with the flame. With a startled roar 
that paled to nothing the surrounding 
chorus of growls, screams and curses, 
he wheeled about and bore down upon 
the camp, roaring as he came. A few 
feet short of the flaming stockade, 
Sadu rose in a mightly leap, cleared 
the flames easily, and landed squarely 
among the startled Sepharians. 

Instantly pandemonium raged. The 
men scattered wildly from Sadu’s 
flailing claws and glistening fangs, 
only to encounter other lions who, em- 
boldened by the success of the first, 
had turned back to leap the barrier. 
Already a dozen of the tawny, sinu- 
ous bodies were sewing death among 
the ranks of Jotan’s followers. 

The princess Alurna huddled among 
a heap of furs and sought to close her 
eyes against the horrors of the grow- 
ing massacre. But not seeing at all 
was infinitely worse than reality, and 
so her eyes remained open and star- 
ing. 

Suddenly a huge, yellcw-maned 
monster bounded toward her. A lithe 
spring brought it atop a mound of 
supplies scarcely ten feet from where 
she lay paralyzed with fear. Slowly 
the lordly head swung in a menacing 
circle and the savage eyes fixed up- 
on her shrinking form. The small ears 
twitched back until they lay tight 


against the sleek skull, the mammoth 
maw parted to disclose awesome 
fangs and a low growl rumbled low 
in the deep chest. 

Jotan, shouting orders in an effort 
to rally his scattered men to some 
semblance of order, caught sight of 
the doomed princess as Sadu rose in 
his spring toward her. Careless of his 
own safety, he drew back his strong 
right arm and launched his heavy 
war spear. The keen blade flashed 
across the intervening space and 
caught Sadu squarely in the chest, 
knocking him to one side and killing 
him instantly. 

'%117‘HILE all this was taking place, 
Dylara, daughter of Majok, had 
remained crouched close to one of the 
heaps of burning branches where she 
knew Sadu would be reluctant to ap- 
proach. She saw man after man go 
down beneath the ravaging cats, and 
twice she saw lions leap back into the 
darkness, carrying the limp corpse of 
some unfortunate Ammadian. She 
witnessed, too, Jaton’s rescue of the 
princess Alurna, and despite the aw- 
ful carnage about her, she smiled 
grimly as Urim’s daughter ran for- 
ward and threw her arms about the 
tall Ammadian noble. 

At the moment it abruptly dawned 
on Dylara that this was her oppor- 
tunity to escape from those who held 
her an unwilling captive. She turned 
her head and stared out into the open 
ground between camp and forest edge, 
seeing the long shadows cast by the 
flickering flames. If she could but 
cross that ribbon of grassland safely 
and gain the safety of the trees! 

Even as she silently voiced the 
wish, ier mind was made up for her. 
From behind one of the piles of sup- 
plies emerged a tawny shape. Two 
blazing eyes caught sight of the cave 
girl, and heedless of the nearby fire, 
the giant cat began to slink toward 
her. 

Dylara, wise to the ways of the 
jungle, acted. Without a second’s hes- 
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itation she whirled about and raced 
through a narrow break in the circle 
of fire, heading for the darkness be- 
yond. Even as she acted, she knew 
this might be merely exchanging one 
peril for another: there could easily 
be ten lions between her and the safe- 
ty of the trees. 

With an earth-shaking roar, Sadu 
gave chase. 

Her heart pounding wildly, Dylara 
shot across the open ground like an 
arrow from a bow. Behind her, gain- 
ing ground as though his frail quarry 
were standing still, came the lion, its 
jaws widely distended, low growls 
welling from its throat. 

The low-spreading branches of a 
forest tree loomed ahead of the flee- 
ing girl. Sadu was only a few feet be- 
hind her . . . already he was launch- 
ing the last leap that would crush the 
girl to earth just short of her goal. 

TN the camp itself, Jotan ’s bellowed 

commands were beginning to take 
affect on the disorganized warriors. 
Those still alive and unwounded man- 
aged to form a spear-bristling phal- 
anx, standing shoulder to shoulder, 
while the blood-hungry cats moved 
slowly around them. Twice, a lion 
charged that square of flint spear- 
tips, only to fall back with roars of 
rage and bleeding from wounds. For 
a few minutes longer the beasts con- 
tinued to circle warily about the men, 
now and then feinting charges in an 
effort to draw them into breaking 
ranks. 

But the warriors, heartened by the 
confident bearing of their leader, held 
fast in spite of the fearful nearness 
of distended jaws and gleaming fangs- 

At last, as though by some strange 
understanding, the lions began to 
withdraw, dragging with them some 
of the torn bodies of warriors who 
had died during the battle. Only the 
sharp commands of Jotan himself 
prevented the others from an attempt 
to save their fallen comrades from 
so horrible a fate — Jotan who was 


realist enough to know that any such 
foolhardy action — no matter how 
noble the purpose — could only result 
in further casualities. 

When at last the lions were gone, 
Jotan set about restoring the broken 
defenses of the camp. Fires were in- 
creased in number and size, scattered 
supplies and weapons were reassem- 
bled and the wounded cared for. 

Not until all this was done did Jo- 
tan learn of Dylara’s disappearance. 
At first he was nearly frantic with 
worry, picturing her a 5 ! being dragged 
away by one of the marauders. It was 
not until he questioned the wounded 
that the true story came out. 

“No, Sadu did not get her. Not in 
the camp anyway.” The warrior, win- 
cing from the pain of a long gash in 
one arm, pulled himself into a sit- 
ting position as he replied to Jotan’s 
questions. “She was crouched down 
near the fires until one of the lions 
began to creep up on her. She wasted 
no time in doing something about 
that!” 

“What did she do?” Jotan demand- 
ed impatiently. 

“The only thing she could have 
done: slipped through the fires and 
ran for the trees.” 

The young Ammadian noble glanced 
toward the Stygian gloom of the dis- 
tant jungle and a faint shudder cours- 
ed through him. “What a mad thing 
to do!” he said, half tc himself. “I 
would rather face Sadu here in the 
light than plunge into those shadows.’ 
To the wounded man he said, “Did 
you see her reach the trees?’ 

The other man shook his head. “My 
eyes are not that good. The lion chas- 
ed her into the darkness and I lost 
sight of them both. She had a good 
start and she ran very swiftly.” 

“Which way did she go?” 

The warrior waved an arm toward 
the south. Jotan picked four men who, 
carrying spears and torches, accom- 
panied their leader in that direction. 

They reached the fringe of trees 
and jungle to the south of the camp, 
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and walked among the tree boles, call- 
ing out the cave girl’s name. But only 
the voices of disturbed bird life and 
the distant scream of a panther an- 
swered their cries. 

“Sadu must have gotten her after 
all,” said one of the four. 

“I don’t believe it!” Jotan snapped. 
“She knows the jungle beasts too well 
for that to happen.” 

“Then why,” asked another of the 
men, “does she not answer our calls ?” 

Jotan ignored the question. “Return 
to the camp,” he said through a 
strange lump in his throat. When 
morning comes, we will take up the 
search for her.” 

Alurna, still weak and shaken from 
her recent experience with Sadu, 
watched the five men enter the camp. 
She saw Jotan dismiss the others and 
come over to where she was seated 
between Tamar and Javan. When 
there was no sight of Dylara, and 
when she noticed Jotan’s grim ex- 
pression, her heart bounded with a 
wild and horrible hope. 

“Well, Jotan?” Tamar said quietly. 

'Ll IS friend spread his hands in a 
helpless gesture. “There is no 
trace of her,” he admitted, and in his 
voice was a note of such intense suf- 
fering that Tamar’s heart went out 
to him. 

Javan, blinked stolidly at the strick- 
en man, put into words the unvoiced 
question of the others. “The lions . . .” 

Jotan shook his head. “I don’t be- 
lieve they got her. There were no 
signs of a struggle. No . . . bones.” 
His voice faltered on that last word, 
and he threw his hands wide in sick 
bewilderment. “I don’t know what to 
think!” 

The princess Alurna spoke up sud- 
denly in silken tones. “Have you for- 
gotten so soon, 0 noble Jotan, the 
cave girl’s own words?” 

Jotan stared deep into the faintly 
mocking gray-green eyes of Urim’s 
daughter. “What do you mean?” he 
said stiffly. 


“Did she not say: ‘I would escape 
and return to the caves of Majok, my 
father’? Did those words mean so 
little to you ?” 

Harsh lines deepened at the corners 
of Jotan’s lips. “Yes, she said that. 
But she would not try to get away 
at night. Especially tonight, when 
there are the God knows how many 
lions roaming about the camp. The 
hardiest warrior would not dare that, 
let alone a frail girl.” 

“How long,” Tamar broke in, “will 
you go on thinking of Dylara as a 
‘frail’ girl? Can’t you understand that 
she is not our kind of woman? She 
does not fear the jungle; all that she 
needed was a chance to get into it 
without our seeing her, and tonight 
she was given that chance. You have 
Sadu to thank for that.” 

For several long minutes Jotan sat 
there without speaking, his gaze fixed 
unseeingly on the leaping flames of 
the campfire. What strange currents 
and cross-currents, he mused, had 
been set into motion by his love for 
the girl of the caves. There was the 
steadily widening rift with Tamar — 
Tamar whose only flaw was his stiff- 
necked pride in lineage and noble 
blood— Tamar, who was his closest 
friend, his almost constant companion 
since Doyhood. Together they had 
learned the arts of hunting and fight- 
ing, together they had served as fel- 
low officers in Jaltor’s armies, to- 
gether they had crossed those inter- 
minable stretches of jungle, plain and 
mountain between Ammad and far- 
off Sephar. Could he afford to risk an 
almost certain break with Tamar by 
pursuing further his mad infatuation 
for the missing cave girl? 

There was another complication, 
too — one leaving him open for reper- 
cussions even more unpleasant than 
the loss of a friend. There was no 
doubt in his mind but that the Prin- 
cess Alurna was in love with him. He 
knew that in the eyes of his family 
and friends she would make any man 
a mate to be proud of. From the stand- 
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point of beauty alone she was almost 
as lovely as Dylara. More than that, 
however, Alurna was the niece of 
Jaltor, monarch of all Ammad and a 
personal friend of Jotan’s own father. 
Jotan shuddered slightly. He could 
well imagine Jaltor’s reaction upon 
learning that the daughter of his 
dead brother had been spurned in 
favor of a half-wild woman of the 
caves ! 

And then the lithe, softly curved 
body of Dylara came unbidden before 


his mind’s eye . . . and all else was 
forgotten. He rose stiffly from where 
he sat among his friends, conscious 
from their expressions that they 
knew he had arrived at a decision af- 
fecting them all. 

“When the dawn comes,” he said in 
a strangely toneless voice, “we break 
camp and continue on toward Ammad. 
Not all of us will go on, however. A 
few warriors shall accompany me in 
search of Dylara . . . and I shall not 
return without her!” 


TO BE CONTINUED NEXT MONTH 


Grim danger threatens Tharn. Now, in the most important hour of 
his life, the success of his search for Dylara, his loved one, is at stake. 
He must live! If he should fail . . . 

What is the menace that faces him? How will he overcome it? 
What new odds are being thrown against him? And meanwhile what 
of Dylara and the terrible situation which confronts her? 

Can the mighty man fight his way half across a world to rescue the 
most beautiful woman this world of twenty thousand years ago had 
ever seen? Tharn faces obstacles this modern world can hardly 
imagine. Stark indeed was the law of that ancient jungle-land where 
now roll the blue waters of the Mediterranean. At any moment, 
monstrous denizens of that green hell, fearsome beyond description, 
might leap upon the unwary. Even more fearsome men, savage be- 
yond belief, live within its depths. 

Can Tharn possibly overcome all these terrors in his journey to find 
Dylara? Don't miss the continuation of his thrilling battle against 
gigantic odds in the world of the Cro-Magnon! The second install- 
ment of this sensation sequel to Howard Browne's great "Warrior of 
the Dawn" is something you simply cannot miss. Take a tip from your 
editor, and reserve your copy of the November issue of Amazing 
Stories now. Your newsdealer will be glad to accommodate you. The 
issue will be on sale September I Oth. After that date you may be 
out of luck. Don't take the risk! 

— The Editors. 



Repairs had to bs made In 
great haste, at night, while 
The Brain's machines slept 
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THE BRAIN 

By Alexander Blade 

America’s greatest weapon, greater than the 
Atom Bomb, was its new, gigantic mechanical brain. It 
filled a whole mountain — and then it came to life. . . ! 



C AUTIOUSLY the young flight 
engineer stretched his cramped 
legs across some gadgets in his 
crowded little compartment. Leaning 
back in his swivel chair 1 he folded a 
pair of freckled hands behind his 
neck and smiled at Lee. 

“This is it doctor; we’re almost 
there.” 


The tall and lanky man at the 
frame of the door didn’t seem to un- 
derstand. Bending forward he peered 
through the little window near the en- 
gineer’s desk, into the blue haze of the 
jets and down to the earth below, a 
vast bowl of desert land gleaming like 
silver in the glow of the sunrise. 

“But this couldn’t possibly be 
Washington,” he finally said in a puz- 
zled tone. “Why, we crossed the Cal- 
ifornia coast only half an hour ago. 
Even at 1200 miles an hour we could- 
n’t be almost there.” 

The engineer’s smile broadened into 
a friendly grin: “No, we’re not any- 
where near Washington. But in a 
couple of minutes yoif’ll see Cephalon 
and that’s as far as we go. One pro- 
fessor and 15 tons of termites to be 
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flown from Wallabawalla Mission sta- 
tion, Northern Territory, Australia, 
to Cephalon, Arizona, U. S. A., one wa 
way direct. Those are our instruc- 
tions. Say, this is the queerest cargo 
I’ve ever flown, doctor, if you don’t 
mind my saying so.” 

Lee blinked. Removing his glasses 
which were fairly thick, he wiped 
them carefully and put them on again 
as if to get a clearer picture of an 
unexpected situation. His long fin- 
gered hand went through his greying 
hair and then down the cheek which 
was sallow, stained with the atabrine 
from his latest malaria attack and 
badly in need of a shave. His mouth 
formed a big “0” of surprise as ner- 
vously he said: 

“I don’t get it. I don’t understand 
this business at all. First the Depart- 
ment of Agriculture extends an ur- 
gent letter of invitation to a com- 
pletely forgotten man out there in 
the Never-Never land. Then almost 
on the heels of the letter the govern- 
ment sends a plane. I would have been 
glad to mail to the Department sam- 
ples of “Ant-termes Pacificus” suf- 
ficient for most scientific purposes 
if they needed them for experiments 
in termite control; that would have 
been the simple and the sensible thing 
to do. But no, they want everything 
I have; you fellows drop out of the 
sky with a sort of habeas corpus and 
a whole wrecking crew. You disturb 
the lives of my species, which took 
me ten years to breed; you pack up 
their mounds lock, stock and barrel. 
And then you drop me at some place 
I never even heard about — Cephalon. 
What is this Cephalon, anyway? If 
the place had any connotations to en- 
tomology, I would have known about 
it . . 

flight engineer glanced at the 
irritated scientist curiously and 
sympathetically; “If you don’t know, 
I couldn’t tell you what it’s all about 
myself, I’m sure,” he said slowly. 
“Cephalon — Cephalon is a place al- 
right, but it doesn’t show on the map. 
Sort of a Shangri-la, if you know 
what I mean.” 

This cryptic statement failed to 


have a calming effect on Lee. “Non- 
sense,” he frowned. “If it is an in- 
habited place it must be on the map 
and if it isn’t on the map the place 
doesn’t exist.” 

“Look here,” the flight engineer 
pointed through the window to the 
horizon ahead. “What do you think 
this is, doctor, a mirage?” 

Lee stared at the apparition which 
swiftly materialized out of the ground 
haze at the plane’s supersonic speed. 
“It does look like a mirage,” he said 
judiciously. “Is that Cephalon?” 

The engineer nodded. “Prettiest 
little town in the U. S. for my money. 
Ideal airport, too. Rather unusual 
though — I mean the architecture. 
Take a good look while we’re circling 
around for the come-in signal.” 

Pretty and unusual were hardly 
the words for it, Lee thought, as he 
gazed in admiration. Below, Cephalon 
spread like a visionary’s dream of a 
far-away future blended with a far- 
away past. Along wide, palm shaded 
avenues the flat-roofed terraced hous- 
es fanned out into the desert. Style 
elements of ancient Peru and Mexico 
were blended together with the latest 
advances of technology, such as the 
rectangular sheets of water which 
covered and cooled the roofs. The bus- 
iness center, dotted with helicopter 
landing fields on top of the pyramidal 
buildings, was reminiscent of the clas- 
sic Babylon and Nineveh. At the cen- 
ter of the man-made oasis a huge 
fortress-like structure sprawled and 
towered like a seven-pointed star. 
Even so, for all its impressiveness of 
masonry, the lush green of its parks, 
the bursts of color from its hanging 
gardens, made Cephalon resemble one 
enormous flower bed. 

Overawed and mystified the lone 
passenger from Down-Under took in 
the scene while the big plane circled 
with diminished speed. “It’s beauti- 
ful,” he murmered. “It’s a dream.” 
And louder then : “Pardon me if I find 
it hard to trust my senses. I’ve been 
away from home for more than ten 
years, to be sure. But then, even in 
the Australian bush I’ve received 
some periodicals and scientific jour- 
nals from the U. S. A. Surely if a 
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city like this has been built during 
my absence there should have been 
mention of the fact. And surely a city 
like this must show on some map. I 
don’t understand. The longer I look 
the less I understand , . .” 

The flight engineer shrugged. “It’s 
a new city, maybe that’s why it does- 
n’t show.” 

Lee nodded. “In that case you must 
know the meaning of all this. Why 
did they build this city in the middle 
of the desert? What purpose does it 
serve? Why am I here? Why are we 
circling for so long ? There don’t seem 
to be any other planes up in the air.” 

“We cannot come in until our cargo 
has been examined and okeyed,” the 
engineer said. 

Lee raised a pair of heavy and un- 
tidy brows: “Cargo examination? In 
mid-air and with nobody from the 
ground examining it?” 

“That’s it. It’s being done by Radar, 
one of the new fangled kinds, you 
know.” He grinned : “I hope, doctor, 
that your termite species is neither 
explosive nor fissionable in any way. 
Because in that case we could never 
make a landing in Cephalon.” 

“How utterly absurd,” Lee said dis- 
gustedly. “Even a child would know 
better. There is no war going on — 
or is there? What makes them take 
such absurd precautions?” 

The engineer narrowed his eyes. 
“You’re an American, Dr. Lee, aren’t 
you? Well, in any case, I can see no 
reason why I should be beating about 
the bush. After all, every foreign 
agent in this country must have 
learned by now about the existence 
of Cephalon. It’s too big to be secret 
anyway. Besides, as you perceive, no 
attempt has been made to camouflage 
the place. Cephalon and the whole dis- 
trict takes up about a thousand square 
miles. It’s a military preserve. Only 
you don’t see any Brass. What they 
are doing, I wouldn’t know, but I 
would rather try to rob all the gold 
from Fort Knox than get away with 
a single scrap of paper from that 
Braintrust Building in the center of 
the city over there. By the way, that 
skull shaped building right across 
the Plaza is the official hotel reserved 


for very important persons, such as 
you are listed.” 

A deep-throated buzz over the in- 
tercom interrupted him. “There, 
thank God, they finally made up their 
minds to let us in. One minute more 
and then a shower, a shave, bacon 
and eggs, and lots of Java!” 

There were what appeared to Lee to 
be a multitude of people waiting as 
they landed. Eager and intelligent 
white faces all lifted up to him and 
pressed forward with bewildering of- 
ferings and requests. A Western Un- 
ion messenger handed him a telegram 
in which one Dr. Howard K. Scriven 
proffered greetings, expressing a de- 
sire to interview him. Some cleancut 
youngster, obviously a scientific 
worker, assured Lee that he was fully 
familiar with the care and feeding 
of “ Ant-term es-pacificus-Lee”. that 
Lee need not concern himself about 
their welfare, that the mounds would 
be immediately transferred to Experi- 
mental Station 19 G. The “Flying 
Wing’s” supercargo and two truck- 
drivers came forward with papers for 
Lee to sign, as the first of the heavy 
steelboxes which harbored the 
mounds were lowered into a van with 
the whine of ah electric hoist. Mean- 
while somebody who said he was an 
assistant manager of the Cranium 
hotel informed Lee that reservations 
had been made for him and that he 
had a car waiting to conduct Dr. Lee 
to his suite. It was all very myster- 
ious, but efficient. Feeling more and 
more like some prize exhibit handled 
without a will of its own on a whirl- 
wind tour, Lee allowed himself to be 
whisked from the airport to the hotel. 
With the din of the jets still in his 
ears, overpowered by impressions 
which crowded his senses from all 
sides, he listened politely to the hotel 
manager’s explanations of the sights 
without understanding a word of 
them. 

There were flowers in his suite, the 
carpets were deeper, the bathtub was 
bigger, the towels piled higher, the 
breakfast more abundantly rich than 
anything Lee could remember in 
the 38 years of his life. “So this is 
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America in 1960,” he thought. “It 
must have advanced by leaps and by 
bounds over these past ten years." 

He felt embarrassed because he had 
almost forgotten the uses of all those 
comforts, and at the same time deep- 
ly moved over the way they embraced 
him, him, the lost son, the voluntary 
exile who once had turned his back 
on them in despair and disgust. But 
why was all this? He had done noth- 
ing to deserve this kind of hospitality. 
Entomologists as a rule were not 
transported by magic carpets into 
Arabian Nights for modest achieve- 
ments such as the discovery of a new 
species. All the things which had hap- 
pened within the last 24 hours were 
riddles wrapped up in enigmas. Fa- 
tigued as he was he couldn’t lie down, 
he was desperately resolved to get at 
the bottom of this thing. 

There came a buzz from the tele- 
phone. A soft and melodious contralto 
voice announced that its carrier was 
Dr. Howard K. Scriven’s secretary 
and would Dr. Lee be good enough to 
come over to the Braintrust Build- 
ing to meet Dr. Scriven at 9 :30 A. M. ? 
Lee said that he would. 

qPHE distance across the Plaza was 
short enough, but as Lee entered 
the hall of the huge concrete pyramid 
he was reminded of Washington’s 
Pentagon in wartime, for his progress 
was halted right from the start and 
at more than one point. He had to line 
up at the receptionist’s, he was being 
checked over the phone, a pass was 
handed to him, and somebody, obvi- 
ously a plain-clothes man, took him 
to the express elevator which shot 
him up to the 40th floor. 

There, another plain-clothes man 
conducted Lee through a long car- 
peted corridor and up one flight of 
stairs to a steel door which slid open 
automatically at their approach. Sun- 
light was flooding through its frame 
as Lee followed the guard and the 
door closed noislessly behind them. 

The man from Down-Under took a 
deep breath. He had not expected this 
for it was not a stepping in, but rath- 
er a stepping out from a vast tomb 
into the light of day. This was the 


top of a huge pyramid, and was in an 
entirely different kind of world. 

The terrace was laid with flag- 
stones and landscaped like a luxurious 
country club. In its middle there arose 
a penthouse, low and irregularly 
shaped like some organic outcropping 
of native rock. It could hardly be said 
that it had walls, overgrown as was 
the stone by creepers and built into 
the shape of massive pillars. The 
structure seemed a kind of Stone- 
henge improved upon by America’s 
late great architect Frank Lloyd 
Wright. There were birch shade trees 
around the house, the leaves whisper- 
ing in the breeze. From some crevice 
in the rock came the peaceful mur- 
murings of a spring. A meandering 
little brook criss-crossed the gravel 
path under Lee’s feet. From a stone 
table which might have belonged to 
some Pharaoh there came the only in- 
congruous noise in this bucolic idyll; 
it was the nervous ticking of a type- 
writer, which stopped abruptly at 
Lee’s approach, and the melodious 
contralto voice he had already heard 
over the phone greeted him. “Oh — it’s 
Dr. Lee from Canberra University, 
isn’t it? I’m so happy to meet you. 
Please, do sit down. How was your 
trip? I’m Oona Dahlborg, Dr. Scriv- 
en’s secretary,” 

Lee blinked. Out of this world as 
was this Stone Age cabin in the sky, 
even more so was the girl. He had a 
vivid image of American girls as they 
had been when he had left the States 
way back in '49; in fact, he had an 
all too vivid memory of at least one 
of them. His memory had been re- 
freshed within the last hour at the 
airport, at the hotel, at the recep- 
tionist’s, and it had been confirmed: 
they still wore masks instead of their 
true faces, they still were overdressed, 
overloud, oversexed, overhung with 
trinkets and their voices still resound- 
ed shrilly from the roof of their 
mouths. 

This girl Oona Dahlborg was dif- 
ferent. He raked his brains to find 
some concept which would express 
how she was different. The word “or- 
ganic” came to mind; yes, as one 
looked at her one sensed a unity of 
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being, a creatural whole compared to 
which those other girls appeared as 
artificial composites. 

She was tall for a girl, the pure 
Scandinavian type, and she looked like 
a young Viking with the golden hel- 
met of her hair gleaming in the sun. 
She wore a tunic, short, sleeveless 
and of classic simplicity, the kind of 
dress which once Diana wore. It re- 
vealed the splendor of her slender 
figure and stressed the length of her 
full white limbs. On the black of the 
tunic an antique necklace of large 
amber beads formed the only orna- 
ment. The bow or the spear of the 
great huntress whom she resembled 
so much would have looked more 
natural in her hands than the type- 
writer ; even so, her every move 
showed perfect coordination of body 
and mind, a large surplus of vital en- 
ergy carefully controlled. Had she 
turned to some different career she 
might easily have developed into some 
great athlete or else a great singer. 
Her beautiful voice had that rare na- 
tural gift of using the whole thorax 
for a vessel of resonance instead of 
merely the mouth. 

TT was this voice which fascinated 
A Lee more than the strangeness of 
the scene, more than her beauty, more 
even than the things she said. It was 
like remembering some haunting 
melody, it transported him into the 
forgotten land of his youth. It made 
him feel happy except that suddenly 
he felt painfully conscious of his ill 
fitting suit, the emaciation of his 
body, the atabrine stains on the skin 
of his face, the wildness and the grey 
of his hair. 

With the shyness of a boy, he ac- 
cepted first the firm pressure of her 
hand and then a seat which was an- 
other piece of ancient Egyptian 
furniture. 

“Dr. Scriven will be with you in a 
few minutes,” she said. “Unfortun- 
ately he is a little delayed by an of- 
ficial visitor from Washington. The 
unexpected always happens over here. 
Meanwhile ...” 

She suddenly interrupted herself. 
The searching look of her deep blue 


eyes startled Lee by its directness. 
There was in it a depth of under- 
standing and of sympathy which pen- 
etrated to his heart. He felt as if she 
already knew about him and knew 
everything. It lasted only a few sec- 
onds before she continued, but in a 
different, a warmer voice: 

“I think we can drop the usual con- 
ventions,” she said. “We know you, 
Dr. Scriven and I. We know your 
work as published in the journal of 
entomology. It is the work of a man 
of genius. You are not the kind of 
man whom I must entertain with the 
usual small talk about the weather, 
how you have enjoyed your trip, or 
whether you feel very tired — as you 
probably do — and all the rest of it. 
That is routine with most of our vis- 
itors; it’s quite a relief to feel that 
I can dispense with it for once.” 

Lee had blushed under this frank- 
ness of compliment as if a decoration 
had been pinned to his breast. ‘Thank 
you, Miss Dahlberg, you put me at my 
ease. I’ve been out in the wilderness 
for so long that I’ve lost the language 
of the social amenities. I really feel 
like another Rip van Winkle. All this,” 
he made a sweeping gesture, “is tre- 
mendously new and surprising to me. 
There are so many burning questions 
to ask . . .” 

The girl gave him a smile of sym- 
pathy. “Of course,” she said, “and I 
can imagine some of them. To begin 
with, we owe you an explanation and 
an apology for having used the meth- 
ods of deception in getting you here. 
As you probably know by now the 
work we’re doing here is closely con- 
nected with the National defense. 
Whether we like it or not, military 
secrecy forces us to use roundabout 
ways in contacting scientists who 
happen to work in some context with 
our field, especially if they live in 
foreign lands. That’s why in your 
case we have used the good offices of 
the Department of Agriculture in 
bringing you here. Dr. Scriven feels 
terrible about this. He feels that to 
be lifted out from one desert just to 
be dropped into the middle of another 
must be a fierce . disappointment to 
you. For this and all the disturbance 
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of your work — can you manage to 
forgive us Dr. Lee?” 

The sincerity in these regrets was 
such that Lee hastened to reply: “You 
don’t owe me any apology, Miss Dahl- 
borg,” he reassured her. “Naturally 
it is impossible for me to see any 
connection between my work with 
ants and termites and the problems 
of National Defense. But I am an 
American; I wouldn’t doubt for a 
moment the legitimacy of *your call.” 
The girl nodded: “Besides you have 
fought for your country in the second 
world war,” she added. “And also you 
are the son of General Jefferson 
Lee of the Marines. You understand 
of course that we had you investi- 
gated before calling you here ; do you 
mind very much?” 


A GAIN Lee blushed ; this time even 
deeper than before. He squirmed 
in his seat. “No, I guess not. I sup- 
pose it’s necessary. Now that I’m 

r ing to meet Dr. Scriven, who is he? 

probably ought to know — forgive 
my ignorance.” 

“You really don’t know about 
him?” The girl sounded surprised. 
“He’s a surgeon. He’s considered the 
foremost living brain-specialist. Re- 
member the Nuremberg trials of the 
Nazi war criminals? Dr. Scriven did 
the post-mortems on their brains. He 
wrote a book that made him famous.” 

“Of course,” Lee slapped his fore- 
head. “Yes, but of course, how could 
I forget.” 

“Yes,” she answered, “He was made 
the head of the Braintrust over here.” 

“What is the Braintrust? What 
does it do? What am I supposed to 
do here?” Lee asked eagerly. 

The girl’s smile was mysterious : “I 
think Howard would like to explain 
all that to you in his own way.” 

“Howard”. The word struck Lee 
like a vicious little snake. Was he a 
friend, or more than a friend to her? 
“This is terrible,” he thought, “I've 
been away from normal life for over- 
long. Must be that I’m emotionally 
unbalanced. I havn’t known her for 
five minutes. There is nothing be- 
tween us. I’ve no earthly right to be 
jealous ; it is absurd, it’s mean.” 


He felt deeply ashamed. Yet as he 
looked at her he couldn’t deny the 
truth before himself: that he was 
jealous, that he had fallen in love with 
a girl who looked like the goddess 
Diana with a golden helmet for hair. 

There was a noise of footsteps on 
the gravel paths. A man with a port- 
folio under his arm walked briskly by 
the stonetable; despite his civilian 
clothes he had “Westpoint” written 
all over him. He disappeared through 
the steel door. 

“That was General Vandergeest”, 
Oona said. “Dr. Scriven will see you 
now; just walk in, Dr. Lee.” 

CHAPTER II 

TNSIDE, the cabin in the sky seemed 

to be built almost entirely around 
a huge primeval looking fireplace. De- 
spite the fierceness of the Arizona 
sun there was a fire in it of long and 
bluish flames, one of those modern 
inventions which reverse the proces- 
ses of nature. Like the gas refrigera- 
tors of an older period, this fire work- 
ed in combination with the air-condi- 
tioning system to cool the house, lend- 
ing to it in the midst of summer heat 
the same attractions which it had in 
winter. 

In front of the fire and framed by 
its rather ghostly light, there stood 
a man with his head bowed down, 
pensively staring at the flames. As 
Lee’s steps resounded from the an- 
cient millstones which formed the 
floor, Dr. Scriven wheeled around ; he 
approached the man from Down-Un- 
der with outstretched hands. 

Rarely had Lee seen such a dis- 
tinguished looking figure of a man. 
He looked more like a diplomat of the 
extinct old school than a scientist, 
with the immaculate expanse of his 
white tropical suit and the dignity of 
his leonine head. His width of should- 
er and the smooth agility with which 
he moved gave the impression of 
great strength. Only his fingers were 
small, slender, almost like a woman’s. 

The reluctant softness of their 

P ressure contrasted so much with his 
eartiness of manner that Lee felt 
repulsed by their touch until he re- 
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membered that a great surgeon lived 
and caused others to live by his sen- 
sitivity of hand. 

"Dr. Lee, I’m happy, most happy, 
that you have been able to come.” 
Scriven’s voice was soft, but he spoke 
with an extraordinary precision of 
diction which had a quality almost of 
command. “Over there, please, by the 
fire . . .” 

From the blue flames there came 
the freshness and the coolness of an 
ocean breeze ; the rawhide chairs, 
built for barbaric chieftains as they 
seemed, proved to be most comfort- 
able ; the semidarkness, the roughness 
of the unhewn stone, gave a sense 
of the phantastical and the paradox. 
Lee sat and waited patiently for 
Scriven to explain. 

“In case you’re wondering a little 
about this setup,” Scriven made a 
sweeping gesture around the room, 
“Fve long since reached the conclusion 
that in these mad times a man needs 
above all some padded cell, some shell 
in which to retire and preserve his 
sanity. This is my padded cell, sound- 
proof, lightproof, telephoneproof ; a 
wholesome reminder of the basic, the 
primeval things. Simple, isn’t it?” 

Lee blinked at the extravagance of 
this statement. “Do you really call 
that simple?” he asked. 

Scriven grinned: “You are right; 
it is of course a willed reversal from 
the complex, synthetic and perhaps 
a little perverse. But then, not every- 
body has the opportunity you had in 
living in the heart of nature. Frankly 
I envy you; your work reflects the 
depth of thinking which comes out 
of retirement from the world. That’s 
why I called you here; that’s why I 
am so sure you’ll understand.” 

He paused. Lee thought that he saw 
what was perhaps a mannerism; the 
great surgeon didn’t look at his visi- 
tor. With his head turned aside, star- 
ing into the flames, stroking his chin, 
speaking as if to himself, he reminded 
Lee of some medieval alchemist. 

“It’s a long story, Lee,” Scriven 
continued. “It starts way back with 
a letter I wrote to the President of the 
United States. In this letter I pointed 
to the immense dangers which I an- 


ticipated in the event of an atom war ; 
dangers to which the military ap- 
peared to be blind. I am referring 
to the inadequacy of the human brain 
and its susceptibility to mental and 
psychic shock. I explained how science 
and technology over the past few hun- 
dred years had developed by the 
pooled efforts of the elite in human 
brains, but that the individual brain, 
even if outstanding, was lagging far- 
ther and farther below the dizzy peak 
which science and technology in their 
totality had reached. I further ex- 
plained, by the example of the Nazi 
and Jap States, how the collective 
brains of modern masses are revert- 
ing from and are hostile to a high 
level of civilization because it is be- 
yond their mental reach. You know 
all this, of course, Lee. I made it 
clear that not even the collective 
brains of a general staff could be re- 
lied upon for normal functioning ; that 
no matter how carefully protected 
physically, they remained exposed to 
psychic shock with its resultant er- 
rors of judgment. How much less then 
could production and transportation 
workers be expected to function effec- 
tively in the apocalyptic horrors they 
would have to face . . .” 

T EE’S eyes had narrowed in the con- 
■ L/ centration of listening; his head 
nodded approval. He wasn’t con- 
scious of it, but Scriven took note of 
it by a quick glance. His voice quick- 
ened: 

“That was the first part of my let- 
ter, Lee. I then came out squarely 
with the project which has since be- 
come the work of my life. I told the 
President that under these circum- 
stances the most needed thing for 
our country’s national security would 
be the creation of a mechanical brain, 
some central ganglion bigger and bet- 
ter than its human counterpart, im- 
mune to shock of any kind. This gan- 
glion to be established in the inner- 
most fortress of America as an aux- 
iliary augmenting and controlling the 
work of a general staff. I gave him a 
fairly detailed outline of just how the 
thing could be done. There was really 
nothing basically new involved. Per- 
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sonally I have held for a long time 
that Man never "invents”, that in 
fact it is constitutionally impossible 
for him to do so. Being a part of na- 
ture Man merely discovers what na- 
ture has “invented” in some form of 
its own a long time ago. Mechanical 
brains. Lord, we have had them in 
their rudiments for the past hund- 
red thousand years, at a minimum. 
The calendar is one; every printed 
book is one ; the simplest of machines 
incorporates one. And ever since the 
first mechanical clock started its 
ticking we have developed them by 
leaps and bounds!” 

"And did the President react pos- 
itively to this project?” Lee asked. 

Scriven shook his head. "He did 
not.” 

Then he paused. Little beads of 
perspiration had appeared on his fore- 
head; he wiped them away with a 
handkerchief : 

“That year, Lee,” he began again, 
"when the decision was pending and I 
could do nothing but wait, knowing 
that there was no other defense 
against the Atom Bomb, knowing that 
our country’s fate was at stake — it 
made me grey, it came pretty close to 
shattering my nerve . . . But then 
. . .” His body tightened, the small 
fist pounded the rail of the chair : “. . . 
But, then We BUILT THE 
BRAIN.” 

He said it almost in a triumphant 
cry. 

Mounting tension had Lee almost 
frozen to his seat. Now he stirred and 
leaned forward. 

“It actually exists? I mean it 
works? It is not limited to the analy- 
sis of mathematical problems but cap- 
able of cerebrations after the manner 
of the human brain?” 

Scriven, with a startling change, 
sounded dry, very factual in a tired 
way as he answered: “I appreciate 
your difficulty of realization, Dr. Lee. 
The whole idea is new to you and I 
have presented it in a rather abrupt 
and inadequate way. In time, and if 
we get together, as I hope we will, 
you shall get visual impressions which 
are better than words. For the mo- 


ment, just to give you a general idea 
and to prove that this is not a small 
matter, let me give you a few facts: 
Our first monetary appropriation for 
The Brain, as an unspecified part 
of the military budget, of course, was 
for one billion dollars. We have since 
received two more appropriations of 
an equal size.” 

Lee’s gasp made a sound like a low 
whistle. With a depreciating gesture 
Scriven waved it away. 

"While these funds could only cover 
the first stages in the construction 
of The Brain,” he calmly went on, “we 
have been able to build a mechanical 
corte mantle composed of ninety bil- 
lion electronic cells. Considering that 
the cortex mantle of the human 
brain contains over 9 billion cells, this 
doesn’t sound like much. Our syn- 
thetic or mechanical cells are a little 
better than the organic, natural cells, 
but not very much. So alone and by 
themselves their number would indi- 
cate only a ten times superiority of 
The Brain over its human counter- 
part. If that were all the result of 
our labors, a brain of, let’s say, twice 
genius capacity, we would be a miser- 
able failure. But then we have 
achieved a very considerable improve- 
ment in the utilisation of the The 
Brain’s cortex capacity. In the first 
place we have full control over the in- 
take of thought impulses; and more 
important, we use multiple wave 
lengths in feeding impulses to The 
Brain and throughout all the impulse- 
processings. Even the human brain 
has some capacity of simultaneous 
thought on different levels of con- 
sciousness, but its range in this re- 
spect is extremely limited. The 
Brain by way of contrast operates 
on two thousand different wave 
lengths, which means that The Brain 
can process at least 2000 problems at 
one time. Finally, the absence of fa- 
tigue in The Brain makes operations 
possible for 20 out of the 24 hours of 
the day — the rest of the time we need 
for servicing and overhauling.” 

AA^ITH apparent effort Scriven 
* * turned his face away from the 
blue flames. His dark brown eyes 
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probed into Lee’s as he summed up: 

“All together, Lee, The Brain has 
now reached the approximate capac- 
ity of 25,000 first class human brains. 
You as a man of vision will under- 
stand what that means . . 

Lee had his face upturned. The ten- 
sion of thought gave to his features 
something of the ecstatic or the som- 
nambulist. Slowly he said: 

“The equivalent of twenty-five- 
thousand human brains — there is no 
comparison other than a God’s. . .” 

Scriven had jumped from his chair. 
He started pacing the flagstones in 
front of the fire, whirling his mighty 
frame around at every corner with a 
sort of wrath, as if about to 'meet 
some attack. 

“Yes, you are right,” he almost 
shouted, “we hold that power; that 
power almost of a God’s. And how we 
are wasting it.” 

“What do you mean?” Lee’s eye- 
brows shot up. “You would not waste 
those powers once you have them. 
You would turn them to the most con- 
structive use — the advancement of 
science, of humanity!” 

Scriven froze in his steps. A cruel 
smile parted his lips; there was a 
gnashing sound of big white teeth. 
He pointed a finger at his visitor. 

“Idealist, eh? That’s what I thought 
I was ten years ago. That’s what I 
had in mind with The Brain right 
from the start. As it has turned out, 
however, the Army, Navy, Air Force, 
and half a dozen other government 
departments, besieged The Brain for 
the solution of their “problems”, some 
of them as destructive as warfare, 
others as insipid as the trend of the 
popular vote in some provincial pri- 
maries. Sometimes Uncle Sam even 
farms out the services of the Brain 
to aid some friendly foreign govern- 
ment — without that government’s 
knowledge as to where the solution 
is coming from. To cut a long story 
short: What these fellows utterly 
fail to understand is that The Brain 
is not a finite mechanism like any 
other, but a mechanism which unend- 
ingly evolves and becomes richer in 
its associations by the material which 


is being fed into its cells. In other 
words ; the Brain learns ; consequently 
it must be taught , it must be given 
the wherewithal for its own self-im- 
provement . . .” 

Scriven halted his impatient step 
by the other’s chair. His nervous 
fingers tapped Lee’s shoulder: “And 
that is where you come in.” 

“Me?” Lee asked, startled. “What 
you just told me. Dr. Scriven, it will 
take me weeks to comprehend. At the 
moment I am at a loss to see how 
my work could connect . . .” 

The surgeon’s sensitive hand patted 
Lee’s shoulder as if it were the neck 
of a shy horse. “ You trill comprehend 
— in just another moment.” 

He pressed a button; in the en- 
trance to the cabin in the sky the girl 
appeared, like an apparition. She ap- 
proached, her hair a golden halo, her 
tunic transparent against the glare 
of the summer day. “Yes?” 

“Oona, please ” 

She seemed familiar with the boss’ 
code. With a smile on her lips she 
walked over to one of the pillars, 
opened a hidden recess and brought 
out the Scotch and syphon using an 
Egyptian clay tablet for a tray. With 
surgical exactitude Scriven poured 
out a good two fingers for his guest 
and an exceedingly small one for him- 
self. “Stay with us for a moment, 
Oona, please,” he said. “I didn’t tell 
you the idea behind my calling Dr. 
Lee; you might be interested.” 

Wordlessly she slid into a seat, at- 
tentive and yet fading somehow into 
the background, as if trying to remain 
unnoticed. In that she did not succeed. 
Her beauty was such that its very 
presence changed the atmosphere; it 
put Lee under a strain to keep his 
eyes off her. As to Scriven, he seemed 
to address her almost as much as he 
did Lee. 

“You have met Dr. Lee, haven’t 
you, Oona; but do you know whom 
you have met? He probably wouldn’t 
admit it; nevertheless Dr. Lee is the 
most successful peacemaker on earth, 
I think. He has just put an end to the 
oldest war in this world between the 
two most venerable civilizations in 
existence. That war between the 
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states of the ants and the states of 
the termites has been waged with 
never abating fury for millions of 
years — until Dr. Lee came along with 
the perfect solution of the eternal 
dispute. All he did was to crossbreed 
the belligerents and now we have 
“united nations”, Ant-termes-pacifi- 
eus-Lee which lives up to the spirit 
of its name. Elementary, isn’t it?” 

“So elementary,” the girl said with 
ironical sweetness, “that the so-called 
peacemakers of the international con- 
ferences must have considered it be- 
low their dignity to stoop to it. How 
exactly did you do it; I mean the 
crossbreeding?” 

T EE felt his cheeks burn ; it was ex- 
■ L/ tremely irritating that this should 
happen to him every time Oona Dahl- 
borg spoke to him, especially when it 
was in praise. 

“It wasn’t too hard,” he said de- 
preciatingly. “The main difficulty lay 
not with the termite queen nor with 
the furtive little king of the ants 
themselves. Biggest trouble was in 
getting the potential lovers together 
against the bulldog determination of 
their palace guards. To use force was 
out of the question. So I had to trick 
the guards, smuggle in the male and 
keep him hidden under the royal ab- 
domen of his spouse.” 

She smiled amused. “What a per- 
fect classic; the story of Romeo and 
Juliet all over — and with you in the 
role of the nurse.” 

Lee blushed still deeper at that. 
“Yes”, he admitted, “I was very much 
reminded of that story and my role 
in it. Only I had to avoid the tragic 
end.” 

“And how did you avoid the Shake- 
spearean end?” 

“In the best cloak and dagger man- 
ner, Miss Dahlborg. First I made the 
guards drunk; that’s easy enough 
with termites. Then I broke into the 
chamber where they keep the queen 
immured. I killed her legitimate con- 
sort and substituted my own candi- 
date after having anointed him with 
the genuine termite smell. Finally I 
re-immured the pair. There are only 
little holes in the walls through which 


the royal family is serviced, they are 
never really in touch with their 
guards. That’s why it could work.” 

“And thus they lived happy for- 
ever afterwards,” the girl concluded. 

“I’m afraid not, Miss Dahlborg,” he 
said, “there is no such thing as hap- 
piness in the eternal gloom of termite 
society. But even if not happy, the 
match I brought about was definitely 
blessed. In due course I became god- 
father to 80,000 baby ant-termes ; I’ve 
about 15 million now in different hy- 
brid strains. Now that I have an ink- 
ling of the grandiose work you are do- 
ing over here I am ashamed to men- 
tion mine ; it’s very small, very insig- 
nificant and I still don’t see where it 
comes in.” 

The girl seemed to cross out those 
words with an energetic move’ of her 
head. “No,” she said, “your work is 
not small nor is it insignificant; it is 
great and contains the most intrigu- 
ing possibilities.” 

“Ah !” Seriven interrupted. “I have 
been waiting for this. I knew that 
Oona would hit upon those intriguing 
possibilities; her’s is an unspoiled in- 
telligence; it penetrates to the core 
of things. Dr. Lee, let me begin at 
the beginning so you will understand 
just where you and your work con- 
nect with The Brain. The society of 
the higher insect states like bees and 
ants and termites constitutes the old- 
est and the most stable civilizations 
in this world. Human society by way 
of contrast has created the youngest 
and the most unstable civilization 
amongst higher animals. Throughout 
history we find collapse after collapse 
of civilization. Quite possibly civili- 
zations higher than ours may have ex- 
isted in prehistoric times. Right?” 

Lee nodded assent. 

“Fine. From that it follows that 
Man has much to learn from the so- 
ciety of the higher insects. Their in- 
genious laws and methods, their “spir- 
it of the hive,” the incredible re- 
nouncement of individual existence 
and individual advantage, their undy- 
ing devotion to the race ... We must 
study those if ever we want to reach 
anything like stability in our society. 
We ought to model our civilization 
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after theirs, especially now that we 
have this new species “ Ant-termes - 
pacificus ” which has renounced war. 
There is something basically wrong 
with the type of civilizations which 
Man builds and which ceaselessly de- 
vour one another. No doubt you see 
the third World War approaching in- 
exorably just as I do ; civilization forg- 
ing ahead, for what? For the big 
plunge into suicide. It’s sickening to 
think of it. Do you feel I’m right?” 

Unconscious of himself Lee had 
arisen and paced the room. With his 
lean long-legged figure bending slight- 
ly forward and wild-maned head 
bowed down in thought he resembled 
a big heron stalking the shallows for 
prey. 

TUASCINATED, Oona’s eyes followed 
the two contrasting men as their 
paths crisscrossed like guards before 
some palace gate. She alone had kept 
her seat. It was with greater assur- 
ance than before that Lee now spoke. 

“I can see eye to eye with you, 
Scriven, as to the wrongs of man- 
made civilization and its probable 
course. But I do not think it desirable 
that we should model human society 
after the insect states. Ingenious as 
it is, their system is the most terri- 
fying tyrany I could imagine. Just 
think of it : they literally work them- 
selves to death. Workers who have 
outlived their usefulness are either 
killed off, or else they become the 
bloated, living containers for the 
tribe’s staple food.” 

“You, yourself, can see the similar 
trend in Man, today. Our production 
of new thought is lagging ; not start- 
ing from the roots, it becomes super- 
ficial, cut off from the roots. The re- 
sults? The curse of the Babylonion 
confusion of the tongues under which 
we live. We are rapidly becoming 
thought-impotent. Cerebral fatigue, 
dissociation of its nerve paths, emo- 
tionalism which rejects logic as “too 
difficult”, mass idiocy and relapse to 
barbarism ... It is by our brains, it 
is by this highest evolution of matter 
that we have built this civilization of 
ours; and now our own brainchild 
proceeds with might and with main 


to destroy the very organ of its cre- 
ation. Is that not irony supreme? 

“Now we have The Brain, this 
truly superlative tool of 20,000 times 
human capacity. All we have to do 
now is to submit the various societies 
which nature has built : insect states, 
other animal states, Man and his 
state to the analysis of The Brain. 
Have their good and their bad fea- 
tures tested and compared. Let The 
Brain synthesize all the beneficial 
components, let it shape the pattern 
of a new civilization more enduring 
and better adapted to the nature of 
Man. And then abide by the laws 
which The Brain lays down. I need 
your aid, Lee. You have already made 
one most valuable contribution to 
“peace on earth” with your “Ant-ter- 
mes-pacifims ”. This is your big 
chance to continue the good work ; be 
with us, be our man.” 

In silence both men stood close to 
each other, eyes searching. All Oona 
Dahlborg could hear was their heavy 
breathing. Instinctively she crossed 
her fingers ; never before to her know- 
ledge had Scriven opened his mind 
with such reckless abandon — and to 
a perfect stranger at that. Her re- 
spect for the strange, the birdlike 
man from Down-Under skyrocketed. 

“He really must be a great man,” 
she thought, and, “Howard and he 
will be either fast friends or very 
violent enemies.” 

At last Lee’s voice came, husky and 
highpitched with emotion: “I cannot 
conceive of a man-made superhuman 
intelligence. Neither can I believe that 
mankind could or should be forced, 
into its happiness by an intelligent 
machine. But that’s besides the point 
. . . the idea is grandiose. It has the 
sponsorship of the government. You 
say that The Brain needs me. That 
makes it a duty ; so here I am.” 

He stretched out his hand and felt 
the cautiously eager grip of the sur- 
geon’s sensitive fingers. The great 
man beamed. “Good,” he said, “I knew 
you would. Oona, like a good girl — 
the glasses, yours too. This really de- 
serves a toast.” 

The girl stepped between the two 
men. Handing Lee his glass she said: 
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“Today you may follow only the call 
of duty ; tomorrow it will be the call 
of love. I’ve never met any man who 
has not fallen in love with his work 
for The Brain.” 

“I think you are quite right in that, 
Miss Dahlborg,” he answered, won- 
dering vaguely exactly what her 
words meant, wondering also just 
how much his decision was inspired 
by the wish to see more of her. 

'T'HEY drank their toast in silence. 

Scriven then turned to the girl: 

“Apperception center 36,” he said. 
“Yes, I think 36 will be the best. Get 
in touch with Operations, Oona. Tell 
them I want 36 cleared for the exclu- 
sive use of Dr. Lee. Call Experimen- 
tal ; I want the whole batch of “Ant- 
termes-pacifious” transferred to Ap- 
perception 86 by tomorrow morning. 
Then — no, today is too late and Dr. 
Lee is tired, he needs rest — but to- 
morrow at 8 A. M. I want a car for 
him to go over to The Brain. Would 
that suit you, Lee?” 

“Fine; but why a car? It’s only a 
few steps ... He stdpped, confused 
by the hearty laughter in the wake of 
his words. 

“It’s quite a few steps, Dr. Lee.” 
Oona said, “you would be very tired 
before you got there ; chances are that 
your feet wouldn’t carry you that 
far.” 

“But this is the Brain Trust Build- 
ing.” he stammered. 

“It is,” Scriven answered, “but it 
houses only part of the administra- 
tion, not The Brain. You wouldn’t 
expect us to place a thing of such 
vital strategic importance in a sky- 
scraper on a wide open plain as a 
landmark for every enemy?” 

“No, I guess not.” Lee said. “But 
since I’m briefed to go there, where 
is it?” 

“That,” Scriven frowned, “is a very 
reasonable and a simple question. Un- 
fortunately, I do not know.” 

Lee felt a wave of red anger; it 
rose into his cheeks because he saw 
the sparks of frank amusement danc- 
ing in Oona Dahlborg’s eyes. He 
opened his mouth to some bitter re- 
mark about this hoax when Scriven 


put a restraining hand upon his arm. 

“This is no joke, Lee. I have plan- 
ned The Brain* have in part designed 
it, seen it under construction for the 
ast ten years, managed its affairs — 
ut I don’t know where it is and 
that’s a fact.” 

He led his speechless guest to a 
lookout on the west side of the room. 
Beyond the lUsh, green oasis of Ceph- 
alon the desert stretched unbroken 
till on the far horizon the mountains 
of the High Sierra rose in a blue haze 
of scorching sun. His hand moved 
sweepingly from north to south. 

“Over there,” he said, “somewhere 
inside those mountains ; that’s where 
it is. But its location? Your guess is 
as good as mine. Take your choice of 
any of the mountains, attach a name 
to it ; I’ve done so myself. One of them 
must be “The Cranium”, but the ques- 
tion remains: which? There are peo- 
ple who know, of course ; military in- 
telligence, the general staff; but 
that,” he shrugged his shoulders, 
“. . . isn’t my department.” 

CHAPTER III 

'T'HE Brain Trust car which took 
Lee out of Cephalon was a normal 
-looking limousine, a rear-engined 
teardrop like all the “60” models, slot- 
ted for the insertion of wings which 
most of the garages now kept in stock 
and rented at a small charge for cross- 
country hops. The only non-standard 
feature seemed to be the Polaroid 
glass windows which were provided 
all around and not only in front. 

“That’s a good idea,” Lee said adj- 
usting the nearest ones, “they ought 
to have that on every car, all-round 
protection to the eyes.” 

“Think so, sir? Must be the first 
time you’re driving out there,” the 
young chauffeur said. 

The car left the outskirts and the 
desert started to fly by as the speed- 
ometer needle climbed above the 100 
mark. Lee sank back into his seat; 
the desert had no novelty for him and 
since the chauffer appeared not in- 
clined to small talk he abandoned him- 
self to thought. 

His visit to his father had not been 
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much of a success . - . 

Time magazine had carried an item 
in its personal column, briefly stating 
that General Jefferson E. Lee, “the 
Old Lion of Guadalcanal,” had retired 
from the Marines to Phoenix, Ariz . . . 
Phoeniz, the hotel desk had informed 
him, was only some 300 miles away 
and there was hourly service by Grey- 
hound helicopter-bus. 

So he had taken the ride, a taxi had 
brought him to the small neat bung- 
alow, and there he had seen his father 
for the first time in years. It had been 
very strange to see him aged, the nut 
brown face a little shrunk. He had 
anticipated that much. But somehow 
he had failed to imagine the most ob- 
vious change; to see his father in 
civvies and even less to see him trim- 
ming roses with a pair of garden 
shears. It looked such an incongruous 
picture for a “Marines’ Marine.” 

As he had come up the little path 
his father had looked up. 

“So it’s you, Semper.” Slowly he 
had peeled off the old parade kid 
gloves without a change in his face. 
“Nice to see you,” he had said. “Didn’t 
expect to before I start pushing up 
the daisies from below. Where’s your 
butterfly net?” 

No, in character his father hadn’t 
changed a bit. He still was the old 
“blood and guts” to whom an entom- 
ologist was sort of a human grass- 
hopper wielding a butterfly net, and 
a son indulging in such antics a bit 
of a freak, a reproach to his father, 
a failure of his life. 

Even so, he had led the way into 
the house and things had been just 
as he remembered them : the old furn- 
iture, pictures crowding one another 
all over the walls, on the unused grand 
piano — Marines in Vera Cruz, Marines 
in China, Marines in Alaska, in the 
Marianas, in Japan, at the Panama 
canal; Marines, Marines, Marines, 
wherever one looked, in ghostly par- 
ade. No, nothing had changed. It had 
been mainly jealously which had caus- 
ed him to rebel against becoming an- 
other Marine, the first wedge which 
had driven him and his father apart. 

“What are you doing now, padre?” 
he had asked. 


“You’ve seen it. Nothing. Just put- 
tering around. They’ve made me com- 
mander of the National Guard over 
here,” and with a contemptuous snort, 
“ — a sinecure; might as well have 
given me a bunch of tin soldiers to 
play with. What brought you here?” 

Glad to change the subject Lee had 
told about Australia, had mentioned 
The Brain and the possibility of join- 
ing it. His father had not been plea- 
sed. 

“Heard of it,” he had grumbled. 
“Shows how the country is going to 
the dogs. Now they need machines 
to do their thinking with. If their own 
brains were gas they couldn’t back a 
car out of the garage. So you’re mixed 
up with that outfit ; well — how about 
a drink?” 

“Rather,” he had answered, feeling 
the need for washing down a bitter- 
ness; thinking, too, that it might 
break the ice between him and his 
father. 

And then there was that painful 
moment when they had stood, glasses 
in hand and remembered . . . 

The selfsame situation fifteen 
years ago as the Bomb fell upon Hi- 
roshima. He had been on convales- 
cence furlough. They had been alone 
when the news came and there had 
been a drink between them just as 
now. And after the announcer stop- 
ped he had cried out hysterically like 
a child in a nightmare. 

“Those fools, that’s the end of civil- 
ization, that’s no longer war.” 

“Shut up,” his father had shouted, 
“how dare you insult the Commander 
in Chief to my face. Get out of here 
and .stay out.” 

A highball glass had crashed 
against the floor. And that had been 
the end. He hadn’t returned after the 
war. 

Yes, it was most unfortunate that 
now, after so many years, they should 
read that memory in their faces ; that 
it was only the glasses and not the 
minds which clicked. 

They had put them down awkward- 
ly with frozen smiles on their lips and 
his father had said : 

“Sorry. But an old dog won’t learn 
new tricks. Guess it’s too late in the 
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day for me and you to get together, 
son,” 

“It’s never too late, Dad,” he had 
wanted to say, but the words died on 
his lips. 

So it had been the failure of a mis- 
sion; but then it closed an old and 
painful chapter with finality and he 
was free to open a new leaf. 

T EE looked ahead again. The speed- 
ometer needle trembled around 
the 150 mark. The sun drenched sand 
shot by, Joshua trees gesticulating 
wildly in the tricky perspectives of 
the speed, out-crops of rocks getting 
bigger now and more numerous, the 
road ahead starting to coil into a 
maze of natural fortresses, giant pil- 
lars and bizarre pyramids looking like 
the works of a titan race from an- 
other planet shone in unearthly color 
schemes of black and purple and am- 
ber and green. With the winding of 
the road and the waf tings of the heat 
it was hard to make out a course, but 
the Sierra Mountains now were tower- 
ing almost up to the zenith; like a 
giant surf they seemed to race against 
the car. 

“Mind if I close the windows, sir?” 

The chauffeur's question was rhet- 
oric ; he had already pushed a button, 
the glass went up and within the next 
second the inside of the car turned 
completely dark. 

“Man,” Lee shouted, gripping the 
front seat, “are you crazy ?” 

There suddenly was light again, but 
it was only the electric light inside 
the car. The blackout of the world 
without remained complete, and the 
speedometer needle still edged over 
the 150 mark. 

“Crazy ? I hope not.” The chauffeur 
said it coolly ; leaning comfortably 
back he turned around for a better 
look at his fare. 

With mounting horror Lee noticed 
that he even took his hands off the 
wheel. Nonchalantly he lit a cigarette 
while the unguided wheel milled craz- 
ily from side to side and the tires 
screeched through what seemed to be 
a sharp S-curve. Still with his back to 
the wheel and in between satisfying 
puffs of his smoke he continued: 


“It’s quite 0. K. sir; it's only that 
we’re on the guidebeam now. This 
here car doesn’t need a driver no 
more ; it’s on the beam.” 

“What beam ?” Lee relaxed a little ; 
it was the unexpectedness which had 
bowled him over. “What beam? And 
why the blackout?” 

“Just orders,” the young man said. 
The Brain’s orders and it's the 
Brain’s beam. Seems to be new to you, 
sir; to me it’s like an old story; read 
about it when I was a kid : how they 
blindfolded people who entered a be- 
leaguered fortress. “The Count of 
Monte Cristo,” it was called; ever 
heard about it? Pretty soon now we’ll 
be stopped for examination before we 
enter the secret passage underground. 
Romantic isn’t it?” 

“Very much so,” Lee dryly remark- 
ed. He continued to watch the behav- 
ior of the car with some misgivings. 
The controls appeared to be function- 
ing smoothly enough and after a min- 
ute or so the brake pedal came down 
all by itself. Lee, with a breath of re- 
lief, saw the speedometer recede to 
zero. 

But the doors would not open from 
the inside and as he tried them he 
found that they were locked. “What’s 
the idea,” he asked, “I thought you 
said we would be examined at this 
spot ?” 

“Bet they’re at it right now,” the 
chauffeur grinned. “I wouldn’t know . 
how they do it, but they get us photo- 
graphed inside and outside, what we 
have in our pockets, what we had for 
breakfast this morning and the very 
bones of our skeletons. I pass through 
here maybe half a dozen times a day, 
still they will do it every time: take 
my likeness. Makes me feel like I was 
some darned movie star.” 

To Lee it felt uncanny to sit trap- 
ped and blindfolded in this “Black 
Maria” of a car while unseen rays 
and cameras went over him. He could 
hear a faint noise of steps, and muf- 
fled voices. 

“Who are they?” he asked. 

“Oh, that’s only some boys from 
Intelligence or whatnot; that’s no- 
thing, that isn’t The Brain. It will be 
all over in a moment — see — there we 
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£ o again. Now we’re entering the 
abyrinth.” 

“The Labyrinth?” 

Reticent as he had been in the be- 
ginning, the chauffeur now seemed to 
like Lee; he was proud to explain. 
“Queer, isn’t it? They’ve got the dam- 
nedest names for things down here. 
Take them from anatomy, I under- 
stand. The Labyrinth is supposed to 
be inside the ear ; it leads inside in a 
roundabout way; it’s the same here, 
it’s a tunnel — see — down we go.” _ 
The soft swoosh of the gas-turbine 
turned into a muffled roar. The car 
accelerated at a terrific rate and from 
the way it swayed and dived it was 
clear that the tunnel spiralled down- 
wards in steep gerpentines. Lee grip- 
ped the holding straps; his every 
nerve was on edge and those edges 
were sharpened by the ominous fact 
that all the instruments on the dash- 
board had stopped functioning so that 
he couldn’t even read the speed. 

As if to make things still worse, 
the chauffeur had abandoned his post 
altogether. Stretching his legs across 
the front seat he reclined as if en- 
joying his easy chair at home by the 
fire place. 

“It beats a roller coaster, doesn’t 
it?” the chauffeur said. “Got me 
scared the first few times before I 
found out it was safe. Nothing to 
worry about, never you fear.” 

With his stomach throttling his 
throat, Lee asked, “How deep are 
we going underground?” 

“That we are not supposed to know ; 
that’s why all the instruments are 
cut off. The other day I had a passen- 
ger, one of those weathermen, a pro- 
fessor. He laughed when I told him 
I didn’t know how deep it was. Got 
a little doodad out of his pocket; 
aneroid barometer, or something, he 
said it was. But he got a surprise ; in 
the first place the thing didn’t work, 
so he said the whole tunnel was prob- 
ably pressurized. In the second place 
he never got where he wanted to go. 
They stopped the car at the next con- 
trol and shot him right back whence 
he came.” 

“But why?” 

The chauffeur looked mysterious. 


“Seems The Brain doesn’t like people 
with doodads in their pockets even 
if they mean no harm. The Brain is 
most particular about such things; 
maybe somehow it peers into this 
car this moment, maybe it records 
every word we say. How do we 
know?” He shrugged his shoulders. 
“Not that I give a damn. I’ve got 
nothing to conceal. The hours are 
right and the pay’s right ; that’s good 
enough for me.” 

T EE experienced an old, familiar 
sensation: that creepy feeling 
one got on jungle patrol, knowing 
that there were Jap snipers up in the 
trees, invisible with the devilish 
green on their faces and uniforms. 

“Strange,” he thought, “that in the 
very center of civilization one should 
feel as haunted as in the jungle hell.” 

Then, just as he began to wonder 
whether the dizzy spiralling plunge 
as if in the belly of a shark would 
ever end, the tunnel levelled. Now 
the car shot straight as a bullet and 
just as fast it seemed. 

As his stomach returned to some- 
thing like normal position, the feeling 
of oppression changed into one of 
flying through space, of being dyna- 
mically at rest. Again just as the 
duration of this dynamic flight evok- 
ed the feel of infinity, the motion 
changed. So fast did it recede that 
the momentum of his body almost 
hurled Lee from the back seat into 
the front. 

Doors snapped open and as Lee 
staggered out somewhat benumbed 
in limb and head, his eyes grew big 
as they /met the most unexpected 
sight. The car rested on the concrete 
apron of what appeared to be a super- 
duper bus terminal plus service sta- 
tion and streamlined restaurant. Be- 
yond this elevated terrace yawned a 
vaulted dome, excavated from the sol- 
id rock and at least twice the size 
of St. Peter’s giant cupola. Its walls 
were covered with murals. Both huge 
and beautiful they depicted the his- 
tory of the human race, Man’s evol- 
ution. From where he stood they 
started out with scenes of primeval 
huntings of the mammoth* went on to 
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fire making, fire adoration, then to 
the primitive crafts and from there 
through the stages of science evo- 
lution and technology until they end- 
ed on Lee’s right hand side with an 
awesome scene from the Bikini test. 
The gorgeous mushroom cloud of the 
atomic explosion looked alive and 
threatening like those Djinni once 
banned by Solomon. 

But then, all these murals looked 
more alive than any work of art Lee 
had ever seen and he discovered that 
this was due to a new technique which 
had been added and commingled with 
one of the oldest. 

The pictures were built up from 
myriad layers of Painted Desert 
sands and these were made trans- 
lucent or illuminated by what Lee 
thought must be phosphoric salts 
turned radiant under the stimulants 
of hidden lights. Whatever it was, 
the esoteric beauty of this jewel-like 
luminosity surpassed even that of the 
stained glass windows in the great 
cathedrals of France. 

“Pretty isn’t it? The chauffeur’s 
words came as an anticlimax to what 
Lee felt. “That fellow over there in 
the middle; he’s supposed to have it 
all thought out.” He pointed to a col- 
lossal bronze statue which towered 
in the center of the cupola to a height 
of better than a hundred feet. 

Raising his eyes to the head of this 
giant, Lee discovered that the figure 
was that of “The Thinker” by Rodin 
though it was cast in proportion its 
creator would not have deemed pos- 
ible. 

Completely overwhelmed and over- 
awed by the grandeur of it all, Lee 
barely managed to stammer, “What — 
what is this place ; what is it called ?” 

“It’s kind of an assembly hall; the 
staff of The Brain have meetings 
over here at times. Besides it’s sort 
of a Grand Central; transportation 
starts here at times throughout the 
Brain. But listen, they are already 
paging you.” 

Out of nowhere as it seemed there 
came a brisk, pleasant female voice. 

“Dr. Lee, calling Dr. Semper F. Lee 
from Canberra University, please an- 
swer Dr. Lee.” 


r PHE chauffeur nudged Lee in the 
ribs. 

“Say something, she hears you all 
right.” 

“Yes, this is Lee speaking,” he said 
in a startled voice. 

The voice appeared delighted. 

“Good morning, Dr. Lee: I’m Viv- 
ian Leahy of Apperception Center 27 ; 
I’m to be your guide on the way up. 
Now, Dr. Lee, will you please step 
over to the glideways. They’re to your 
right. Take glideway T, do just as 
you would in a department store — ” 
she giggled, “ — stand on it and it will 
get you right to the occipital cortex 
area. I’ll be waiting for you over 
there. I would have loved to come 
down and conduct you personally, but 
it’s against regulations ; I’ll explain to 
you the reasons why in a little while. 
And if you have any questions while 
en route, just call out. So long. Dr. 
Lee; I’ll be seeing you . . .” 

Greatly bewildered by this gushing 
reception Lee found it hard to follow 
instructions, simple as they were. The 
array of escalators which he found in 
a side wing was a formidable one and 
confusing with movements in all di- 
rections, crisscrossing and overlap- 
ping one another. Despite the very 
clear illuminated signs Lee almost 
stepped upon glideway “P” when “the 
voice” warned him: 

“Oh no, Dr. Lee ; just a little to your 
left— that’s fine, that’s the one — 
there.” 

Obviously his loquacious guardian 
angel could not only hear him but 
watch his steps as well. Apart from 
being uncanny, this was embarrass- 
ing; feeling reduced to the mental 
age of the nursery, he gripped the 
rails of “T” which went with him into 
a smooth and noiseless upward slide. 
The shaft was narrow, there was lit- 
tle light at the start and it grew dim- 
mer as he went. After a minute or so 
the darkness had turned almost com- 
plete and became oppressive. Simul- 
taneously there was a disquieting 
change from the accepted normal 
manner in which esculators are sup- 
posed to move. Its rise gradually 
turned perpendicular and in doing so 
the steps drew apart. Before long Lee 
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felt squeezed into some interminable 
cylinder, standing on top of a piston 
as it were, a piston which moved with 
fair rapidity along transparent walls. 
That these walls were either glass or 
transparent plastics he could per- 
ceive from objects which came streak- 
ing by with faint luminosity. They 
looked like columns of amber colored 
liquids in which were suspended what 
looked like giant snakes, indistinct 
shapes, but radiant in the mysterious 
manner of deep sea fishes. They al- 
most encircled the transparent cylin- 
der shaft in which Lee moved ; there 
were many of them; how many Lee 
couldn’t even attempt to guess. The 
swiftness of his ascent through these 
floating, waving radiances for which 
he had no name was nightmarish, 
like falling into some bottomless well. 
With great relief he heard the veice 
of his guide breaking the spell. 

“I’m terribly sorry, Dr. Lee, I 
shouldn’t have deserted you, there 
was some little interruption — ” pal- 
pably the voice was tickled to death 
“• — my boy friend called from another 
department and so . . . you know how 
it is. Let’s see, where are you? Good 
lord, already near the end of the Me- 
dulla Oblongata with the Cerebellum 
coming and I haven't told you a thing. 
Goody, where should I begin; I’m all 
in a dither: Well, Dr. Lee; most peo- 
ple seem to expect The Brain to be 
like a great big telephone exchange, 
but it really isn’t that kind of a 
mechanism at all . We have found — ” 
she sounded important as if it were 
her very own discovery “ — that the 
best pattern for The Brain would ac- 
tually be the human brain. So The 
Brain is organized in nearly identical 
manner, likewise our whole termin- 
ology is taken from anatomy rather 
than from technology. The glideways 
for instance, travel along the natural 
fissures between the convolutions of 
the various lobes; that’s why they 
are so very winding as you will see 
as you enter The Brain proper. Those 
columns you see are filled with liquid 
insulators for the nerve cables to vi- 
brate in ; for they do vibrate, Dr. Lee, 
as they transmit their messages. 

“You have noticed the narrowness 


of the glideways, the terrible con- 
finement of space. I know it’s hor- 
rible — many of our visitors suffer 
claustrophobia, but they just must 
be built that way. You see even frac- 
tions of a millionth of one second 
count in the coordination of the as- 
sociation bundles and nerve circuits, 
that’s why everything is built as com- 
pact as possible, worse than in a sub- 
marine. 

“Then, too, you must have wonder- 
ed why everything is so dark inside. 
That’s another thing wherein The 
Brain is like the human brain; its 
nerve cells are so extremely sensi- 
tive that they are distributed by light. 
We use black light almost exclusively 
or activated phosphorous such as on 
the sheaths of the nerve cables. For 
the same reason we of the personnel 
are normally not permitted to pass 
through the interior of The Brain dur- 
ing operations-time. Exceptions are 
only made in the case of very import- 
ant persons such as you are. Normally 
one travels to one’s stations through 
the ducts elevator shafts in the bone 
matter or rather the rock outside. 
Those are so much faster and more 
comfortable Dr. Lee ; oh I feel so bad 
about you, poor man, traveling all 
alone through this horrible maze 
without a human soul in sight.” 

T EE grinned. He wouldn’t have liked 
^ to be married to this chatterbox 
no matter how beautiful she might 
turn out to be; but at the moment 
her exceeding femininity was most 
comforting in the weirdness which 
surrounded him. 

The little platform under his feet 
started acting up again in the queer- 
est manner. It pushed him forward 
and the wall at the rear kicked him 
in the back ; his nose flattened against 
the sliding cylinder in front as the 
contraption reverted from the per- 
pendicular course to something like 
the undulations of a traveling wave. 
Lee darkly perceived group after 
group of luminous cables coiling away 
into cavernous pits filled with what 
looked like eyes of cats, faintly aglow 
and twinkling at him from the dark. 
They reminded him of the fireflies 
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of the green hells he had been in 
during the war. 

“You are now skirting the convol- 
utions of the cerebellum,” his guard- 
ian angel told him. They are electronic 
tubes which receive sensory impress- 
ions and translate them into impulses 
for cerebration Here in the cerebellum 
the bulk of the associations is being 
evoked; these are then distributed 
throughout the hemispheres of the 
cortex or higher brain. Oh I do wish 
you wouldn't get seasick, Dr. Lee; 
some of our visitors do, you know; 
it’s those wavy, wavy movements.” 

The sympathetic Vivian came much 
too close to the truth for Lee to think 
her funny. With a sense of approach- 
ing disaster he stared at the sliding 
cylinder walls ; from time to time the 
passing lights reflected his face, dis- 
torted and decidedly greenish in tint. 
Trouble was that seemingly nowhere 
there was any fixed point on which 
to stabilize the eye. He seemed to be 
carried on the back of a galloping 
boa constrictor with a couple of others 
streaking away under his armpits. 

Some of the caves which he had 
skirted were alive with ruby electronic 
eyes and some were green and again 
there were others in which all the 
colors of the rainbow mixed. There 
was no end to them, nor could he 
guage their depths. After an inter- 
minable time of this the glideway 
went into a flying upward leap. 
Again the perspective changed com- 
pletely; now the thing seemed to be 
suspended from the ceiling with slant- 
ing views opening toward the scene 
below through its transparent sides. 

“You are now passing across the 
commissures into the cerebrum,” came 
Vivian’s voice just as Lee thought 
that nausea was getting the better 
of him. “You’ll now ascend along one 
of the main gyri through the mid- 
brain between the hemispheres. Those 
masses of ganglions below and com- 
ing from all sides as they go over the 
pass of the ridge are association bun- 
dles. Beyond they disperse again over 
the cortex mantle to all the centers 
of coordination, higher cerebration 
and higher psychic activities, Things 
will be a little easier now for you, Dr. 


Lee; physically I mean. There will 
be some gyrations but not quite so 
violent . Oh you’re holding out fine, 
like a real He-man, you’re looking 
sioell in my television screen.” 

Certain as he was that he looked 
rather like a scarecrow in a snow- 
storm Lee felt grateful for the praise. 
Besides she was right; the boa con- 
strictor which he rode calmed down 
a little, marching with a dignity more 
in accordance with its size. Momen- 
tarily the luminous nerve cables, fly- 
ing as they did toward him, threat- 
ened sudden death, however, they 
merely brushed the transparent cy- 
linder, wrapping it up in a rainbow 
and then winged away again. Below 
acres of space streamed by, seed beds 
one could imagine to be young type- 
writers, millions of them, all ticking 
away with dainty precision, spark- 
ling with myriads of tiny lights as 
they did. 

'T'HEN there came’more acres teem- 
1 ing with fractional horsepower 
motors; he could hear their beehive 
hummings even through the plexi- 
glass. The things they drove Lee 
couldn’t make out because the adjoin- 
ing acres of this underground hot- 
house for mushrooming machines 
were again shrouded in darkness ex- 
cept for sparks which crossed the un- 
fathomable expanse like tracer bul- 
lets. Struck with a sort of word blind- 
ness caused by the sensory impres- 
sions barrage, Lee could no longer 
grasp the meaning of Vivian’s voice 
as it went on and on explaining things 
like “crystal cells,” “selenoid cells,” 
“grey matter pyramidal cells,” power- 
ed somehow by atomic fission, “nerve 
loops” and “synthesis gates” which 
were not to be confused with “analy- 
sis gates” while they looked exactly 
the same . . . 

Apart from this at least one half 
of his mental and physical energy 
had to bq expanded in suppressing 
nausea ar^I bracing himself against 
the gyrations which still jerked his 
feet from under him and made fric- 
tion disks of his shoulders as his 
body swayed from side to side. All 
of a sudden he felt that he was being 
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derailed. There was an opening in 
the plastics wall of the cylinder; a 
curved metal shield like the blade 
of a bulldozer jumped into his path, 
caught him, slowed down his momen- 
tum and delivered him safely at a 
door marked “Apperception-Center 
24.” It opened and within its frame 
there stood an angel neatly dressed 
in the uniform of a registered nurse. 

“There,” said the angel, “at last. 
How did you like your little Odyssey 
through The Brain, Dr. Lee?” 

Lee pushed a hand through the 
mane of his hair; it felt moist and 
much tangled up. 

“Thanks,” he said. “It was quite an 
experience. I enjoyed it; Ulysses, too, 
robably enjoyed his trip between 
cylla and Charybdis — after it was 
over! It’s Miss Leahy, I presume.” 

The reception room where he had 
landed, the long white corridor, the 
instruments gleaming in built-in re- 
cesses behind crystal glass, the nur- 
se’s uniform ; all spelled clinic, a pri- 
vate one rather for the well-to-do. 
Since the procedure was routine he 
might as well submit to it, Lee 
thought. He felt the familiar taste 
of disinfectant as a thermometer was 
stuck into his mouth and then the 
rubber tube around his arm throbbing 
with the vigorous pumpings of the 
efficient Vivian. 

“L. F. Mellish, M. D.— I. C. Bondy, 
M. D.” was painted on the frosted 
glass door where she led him after- 
ward. The two medics received Lee 
with a show of respect mixed with 
professional cordiality. Both Bondy, 
the dark and oriental looking chap, 
and Mellish, blond and florid, were in 
their middle twenties and both wore 
tweeds which depressed Lee with the 
perfection of their cut. Seeing the pro- 
fessional table at the center of the of- 
fice, Lee frowned but started to un- 
dress ; he wanted this thing done and 
over with as soon as possible. 

“No, no — that won’t be necessary, 
Dr. Lee,” they stopped him laughing- 
ly, “We have already a complete med- 
ical report on you. Came in this morn- 
ing from the Queen Elizabeth Hos- 
pital in Canberra on our request. 
You’re an old malaria man, Dr. Lee; 


your first attack occured in ’42 during 
the Pacific campaign. Pity you re- 
fused to return to the States for a 
complete cure right then. As it is it’s 
turned recurrent; left you a bit an- 
emic, liver’s slightly affected. But in 
all other respects you’re sound of 
limb and wind ; we’ve gone over the 
report pretty carefully.” 

“Then why bother with me at all?” 
Lee said irritably. He had been in 
doctors’ hands too often and had be- 
come a little impatient of them. 

The freckled hand of Mellish patted 
his arm. “We do things different over 
here,” he said and Bondy chimed in. 
“Or rather The Brain does. Just lie 
down on that table, Dr. Lee, and re- 
lax. We’re going to enjoy a little 
movie together, that’s all.” 

T EE did as he was bidden, but hesi- 
tant and suspiciously. He hated 
medical exams, especially those where 
parts of one’s body were hooked up 
to a lot of impressive machinery. Of 
this there obviously was a good deal. 
The two medics seemed determined 
literally to wall him in with gadgetry. 
From the ceiling they lowered a huge, 
heavy-looking disk; not lights, but 
more like an electro-magnet beset 
with protruding needles. Lee couldn’t 
see the cables but hoped they were 
strong, for the thing weighed at least 
a ton and, overhanging him, looked 
much more ominous than the sword of 
Damocles. They wheeled a silver 
screen to the foot of the table and bat- 
teries of what appeared to be themo- 
therapeutic equipment to both sides. 
He wasn’t being hooked up to any- 
thing, but there was much activity 
with testing of circuits, button-push- 
ings and shiftings of relay-levers. And 
then all of a sudden lights went out 
in the room. 

“Say, what is the meaning of all 
this?” Lee raised his head uneasily 
from the hard cushion. All he could 
see now were arrays of luminous dials 
and the faint radiations from elec- 
tronic tubes filtering through metal 
screens inside the apparatus which 
fenced him in. From behind his head 
a suave voice — was it Bondy’s or Mel- 
lish’s answered out of the dark. 
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“This is a subconscious analysis 
and mental reactions test, Dr. Lee. 
It’s an entirely new method made pos- 
sible only by The Brain. It has tre- 
mendous possibilities; they might in- 
clude your own work as well.” 

“Oh Lord,” Lee moaned. “Some- 
thing like psychoanalysis? Have you 
got it mechanized by now? How ter- 
rible.” 

There was a low chuckle from the 
other side of his head; they both ap- 
peared to have drawn up chairs be- 
yond his field of vision. Lee didn’t 
iike it; he liked none of it, in fact. 
He felt trapped. 

“No, Dr. Lee,” said the chuckling 
voice. “This isn’t psychoanalysis in 
the old sense at all. You are not ex- 
posed to any fanciful human interp- 
retation, and it isn’t wholly mechan- 
ical either as you seem to think. The 
Brain is going to show you certain 
images and by way of spontaneous 
psychosomatic reaction you are going 
to produce certain images in response. 
Results are visual, immediate and as 
convincing as a reflection in a mirror ; 
that’s the new beauty of it. And now, 
concentrate your mind upon your 
body. “Do you feel anything touch- 
ing you?” 

“Y-e-s,” Lee said, “I think I do- 
it’s — it’s uncanny: it’s like spiders’ 
feet— millions of them. It’s running 
all over my skin. What is it?” 

“I think he’s warming up,” whisp- 
ered the second voice; then came the 
first again. 

“It’s feeler rays, Dr. Lee ; the first 
wave, low penetration surface rays.” 

“Where ao they come from?” 

“From overhead ; that is, from the 
teletactile centers of The Brain.” 

“What do they do to me?” 

There was the low chuckle again. 
“They excite the surface nerves of 
your body, open up the path for the 
deep-penetration rays; they proceed 
from the lower organs to the higher 
ones; in the end they reach the con- 
scious levels of your brain. It’s the 
tune-in as we call it, Dr. Lee.” 

A small movie projector began to 
purr; a bright rectangle was thrown 
upon the silver screen and then, Lee 
stirred. Hands, soothing but firm held 


him down. “Where did you get th ose.” 
he exclaimed. 

“From many sources,” a calm an- 
swer came, “The papers, the news- 
reels, the War-Department, old 
friends of yours . . .” 

T\7"HAT was unrolled on the silver 
screen were chapters from Lee’s 
own life. They were incomplete, they 
were hastily thrown together, they 
were like leaves which a child tears 
from its picturebook. But knowing 
the book of his life, every picture 
acted as a key unlocking the trea- 
sures and the horrors amassed in the 
vaults of memory. It began with the 
old homestead in Virginia. Mother had 
taken that reel of the new mechanical 
cotton picker at work. There it was, 
a great big thing with the darkies 
standing around scratching their 
heads. There he was himself, aged 
twelve, with his .22 cal. rifle in hand 
and Musha, the coon dog, by his side ; 
Musha, how he had loved that dog — 
and how he had cried when it got 
killed. 

Pictures of the Alexander Hamil- 
ton Military Academy. Some of the 
worst years of his life he had spent 
behind the walls of that imitation 
castle. 

The bombs upon Pearl Harbor . . . 
He had enlisted the following day. On 
his return from the induction center 
mother had said . . . Her figure, her 
movements, her voice loomed enorm- 
ous in his memory . . . But now the 
pictures of the Pacific War flicked 
across the screen . . . They were picked 
from campaigns in which he, Lee, had 
participated. They were also picked 
from documentaries which the gov- 
ernment had never dared to let the 
public see . . , close-ups of a torpedoed 
troop carrier, capsizing, coming down 
upon the struggling survivors in the 
shark-infested sea. It had been his 
own ship, the Montieello, but he had 
never known that an automatic cam- 
era had operated in the nose of the 
plane which had circled the scene . . . 

Port Darwin — Guadacanal — Iwo 
Jima: close-tips of flame throwing 
tanks advancing up a ridge. He had 
commanded one of them , . . Antlike 
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human figures of fleeing Japs and the 
flames leaping at them ... So vivid 
was the memory that the smell re- 
turned to his nostrils, the sickening 
stench of burning human flesh. It 
tortured him. His voice was husky 
with revulsion as he said: 

“What’s the good of all this; take 
it away.” 

“Oh, no,” one of the medics answer- 
ed. “We couldn’t think of that. We’ve 
got to see this to the end. What are 
your physical sensations now, Dr. 
Lee?” 

“It’s fingers now — soft fingers. 
They are tapping me from all sides 
like — like a vibration massage. It’s 
strange though — they’re tapping 
from the inside — little pneumatic 
hammers at a furious pace. They seem 
to work upon my diaphragm for a 
drum. But it doesn’t pain.” 

“Good, very good; that was a fine 
description, Lee. That burning city 
was Manilla wasn’t it, when MacAr- 
thur returned? You were in that sec- 
ond Philippine campaign too weren’t 
you, Lee? That was when you won 
the Congressional Medal of Honor.” 

Yes, it was Manila all right, and 
there was Mindanao where the Japs 
had put up that suicide defence of the 
caves. 

Lee’s battalion had been in the at- 
tack; steeply uphill with no cover, it 
had been murder . . . And seeing his 
best men mowed down, he had turned 
berserk. He had used a bulldozer for 
a battering ram, had driven it single 
handed directly into the fire-spitting 
mouth of the objective, raising its 
blade like a battle-axe. An avalanche 
of rocks and dirt had come down from 
the top of the cave under the artil- 
lery barrage and he had rammed the 
stuff down into the throat of the 
fiery dragon, again and again. He 
never rightly knew he did it. It had 
all ended in a blackout from loss of 
blood. It had been in a hospital that 
they pinned that medal on him which 
he felt was undeserved . 

Now the reel showed him what at 
the time he hadn’t seen; the end of 
the battle for the Philippines : Pulver- 
ised volcanic rock seen from the air, 
battle planes swooping down upon 


little fumaroles, the ventilator shafts 
of caves defeated but still unsurrend- 
ered. Big, plump canisters plummet- 
ed from the bellies of the planes. And 
then the jellied gasoline ignited, turn- 
ing those thousands of lives trapped 
in the deep into one vast funeral pyre 
. . . For over fifteen years he had 
tried to forget, to bury the war, to 
keep it jailed up in the dungeon of 
the subconscious. Now those accursed 
medics had unleashed the monster of 
war and as it stared at him from the 
screen it had that blood-freezing, that 
hypnotic effect which the Greeks once 
ascribed to the monstrous Gorgon. 

Mellish’s voice — or was it Bondy’s? 
— seemed to come through a fog and 
over a vast distance as it asked: 
“What seems to be the matter, Lee? 
You’re sweating, your body shakes; 
what do you feel?” 

, “It’s those rays,” he tried to defend 
himself. “It’s the vibrations — the fin- 
gers. They are gripping the heart; 
it's like the whole body was turned 
into a heart. It’s like another life in- 
vading mine — it’s ghostly. Stop it, for 
heaven’s sake.” 

“Not yet, Lee, not yet. Everything’s 
under control, you’re reacting beauti- 
fully; you’re really feeling fine, Lee, 
just fine.” 

“If only I could get at his throat,” 
Lee thought. “I would squeeze the oil 
of that voice and never be sorry I 
did.” He tried to stir and found that 
it couldn’t be done ; every muscle 
seemed tied in a cataleptic state. Then 
he heard the other medic speak. 

“You were shown this little movie 
Lee in order to stimulate your mind 
into the production of a movie of its 
own. You have responded, you have 
answered the call. While you saw the 
first, the sensory tactile rays work- 
ing in five layers of penetration have 
recorded and have carried your every 
reaction to The Brain. The Brain, in 
a very real sense has read your mind 
and it has retranslated these readings 
into visual images. We are now going 
to watch the shapes of your own 
thoughts. Here we go . . .” 

'T'HE projector which had stopped 
A for a minute began to purr again. 
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As the first thought-image jumped 
upon the screen there was a low moan 
of amazement mixed with acute pain. 
It escaped Lee’s mouth, uncontrol- 
lably as the abyss of the subconscious 
opened and he saw: 

A monstrous animal shaped like an 
octopus crawling across a cotton field. 
Nearer and nearer it crept, enormous, 
threatening; and suddenly there was 
a sharp excited bark and a spotted 
coon dog raced across the field to- 
ward the monster. He heard the 
voice of a small boy whimpering: 
“Musha, oh Musha, don’t, please 
don’t.” But the dog wouldn’t hear 
and the monster flashed an enormous 
evil eye, just once and then it gripped 
the dog with its tentacle arms tear- 
ing its body apart, chewing it up be- 
tween horrible sabre teeth ... As 
through an ether mask he heard the 
two medics say: “That must have 
been a considerable shock to him,” and 
“With a sensitive nature like that, 
and at that sensitive age, such an im- 
pression becomes permanent.” 

The Alexander Hamilton Military 
Academy appeared, not real, yet more 
than real. It was a narrow court yard 
surrounded by huge walls slanting to- 
ward the inside ; it was huge and for- 
bidding, fortress-towers standing 
guard, it was enormous gates forever 
barred, it was the figure of a huge 
Marine pacing fiercely back and forth 
in front of those gates, the same 
ghostly Marine watching all gates so 
that nobody could escape . . . 

“That’s probably his father,” the 
voices whispered behind his ears. 
“Yes: the archetype. He’ll bring up 
the Mother, too, I’ll bet . . .” 

As in those paintings of the primi- 
tives where kings and queens are very 
tall and common folks are very small, 
Lee saw her now: Mother. That had 
been just after induction when he had 
brought her what he thought was joy- 
ous news. Her face filled the whole 
screen. It looked as if composed from 
jagged ectoplasms, quite transparent 
except for the eyes. Deep and burning 
with pain they were, boring into his 
own. And there was smoke coming 
out of her mouth and it formed words : 
“But, Semper, you are still a child. 


One mustn’t use children for this sort 
of thing; one mustn’t.” Every letter 
of these smoke-written words seemed 
to be flying toward him on wings . . . 

“Terrific,” the voices murmured at 
Lee’s back. “Remember the case his- 
tory? She died of cancer six months 
after he went overseas.” “Yes, I re- 
member; he’s never seen her again. 
He’s probably built up a strong com- 
plex out of that one, too.” 

On the screen now danced images 
almost totally abstracted from the 
realities of the filmed documentaries 
from the war. 

They were whirling columns of 
smoke ; they were like the vast, dark 
interior of a huge thunderhead cloud 
through which a glider soars, illum- 
inated only by the flashes of lightning 
as for split seconds they revealed a 
fraction of some horrible reality: A 
burning ocean with screaming human 
faces bobbing in the flames. The 
whirling tracks of a tank going 
across some writhing human body and 
leaving it flat in its tracks, sprawling 
like an empty coat dyed red. And then 
the swirling, howling darkness closing 
in again ... 

“Interesting eh?” A voice broke 
through his cataleptic trance and the 
other answered : “Beautiful ; almost a 
classical case. Great plasticity of im- 
agination.” “Yes ; that’s exactly what 
sets me wondering ; the fellow should 
have cracked up by all the rules of the 
game.” “How do we know that he 
hasn’t? Maybe he was psycho and 
they didn’t notice; they had some 
godawful asses for psychiatrists in 
war medicine. It’s quite a possibility ; 
well, his image production is ebbing 
now; I don’t expect anything new of 
significance, what do you think?” 
“Now; we’ve got what we wanted 
anyway. Let’s take him out of it ; but 
go easy on the rheostats.” 

The projector stopped. The master- 
ful, the ghostly fingers which had 
been playing on the keyboard of his 
mind very slowly receded from a fur- 
ious fortissimo to a pianissimo. At 
first only the flutterings of the dia- 
phragm eased, then the violent palpi- 
tations of a foreign pulse slipped off 
the heart ; the liberated lungs expand- 
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ed; tremors were running through 
the body as through the ice of a frozen 
river at spring; and then at last the 
mind escaped from its captivity. 

/GRADUALLY as in a cinema after 
^ the show the lights reappeared. 
Blinking, Lee stared at the man who 
stood over him taking his pulse ; it was 
Bondy. Mellish stood at the foot of 
the table with his back to Lee; he 
seemed to watch some apparatus 
which made noises like a teletype 
machine. Swinging his legs off the 
table Lee said: 

“I'm okay; you needn’t hold my 
hand.” 

But then he noticed that he wasn’t. 
His head spun, his whole body was wet 
with persperation, he felt very weak 
and limp. He swayed and buried his 
face in his hands trying to gain his 
balance, trying to shake off the 
trance. “Excuse me,” he said. “I’m i 
bit dizzy.” 

As he opened his eyes again the two 
medics were standing right in front 
of him and smiling down on him with 
their bland, professional smiles. Lee 
felt the upsurge of intense dislike. He 
had seen those smiles before, often — 
too often : they seemed to be standard 
equipment with the medical profes- 
sion whenever a fellow was about to 
be dispatched to the “table”, or worse, 
to the psychopathic ward. Instinct 
told him that there was something in 
the air and also that his best bet 
would be a brave show of normalcy: 

“This test, these new methods of 
psychoanalysis, they are extremely 
interesting,” he said with an effort. 

“Thank you, Dr. Lee,” it was Mel- 
lish who spoke. “We knew you would 
find the experience worthwhile even 
if we put you under a considerable 
strain. A complete analysis in those 
olden days of Dr. Freud took three 
years ; now thanks to The Brain we 
get approximately the same results 
within as many hours; that’s some 
progress, isn’t it?” 

“Enormous,” Lee said dryly while 
his eyes wandered over to Bondy ; he 
knew the pattern, it would be Bondy’s 
turn now to have a shot at him. There 
it came ; and how he loathed the false 


heartiness of that voice. 

“Dr. Lee, I’m afraid we have a bit 
of bad news for you — your test — the 
results have been negative. You have 
failed.” 

“Failed?” For a fraction of a sec- 
ond Lee’s heart stopped beating. “In 
what sense ? And what does that 
mean ?” 

Now it was Mellish’s turn. “Dr. 
Lee, there must be frankness amongst 
colleagues and as a fellow scientist 
you’ll understand. In the first place 
the decision isn’t ours ; we merely con- 
duct the test on behalf of The Brain. 
The Brain, as you know, is the most 
highly developed machine in all the 
world. Its functions, its whole exist- 
ence depend entirely upon the human 
skills and the human loyalties 
amongst its staff. A three-billion-dol- 
lar investment, plus the vital role of 
The Brain in our national defence, 
justify the extreme precautions which 
we are forced to take for its protec- 
tion.” 

“What exactly are you driving at ?” 

“Please don’t take it as an insult,” 
now it was Bondy again. “There’s 
nothing personal in this. It’s merely 
that your emotional-reaction chart 
definitely shows a certain antagonism 
which from childhood-experience and 
war-experience you have built up 
against technology. It’s nothing but 
a potential ; it is confined to your sub- 
conscious. But even a potential danger 
of subconscious revolt is more than 
The Brain can risk amongst its as- 
sociates. We fully appreciate the wish 
of our Dr. Scriven to enlist your very 
valuable aid, but . . .” 

“I see” Lee interrupted, “but you 
would feel safer if I were to return to 
Australia by the next plane.” 

His head bent under the blow. A 
short 24 hours ago The Brain had 
been a nebulous, almost a non-existent 
thing. Since then a whole new world 
had been opened to him in revelations 
blinding and magnetic with infinite 
possibilities. His work — the efforts of 
a lifetime — would not equal what he 
could do in days with the aid of The 
Brain. His love — he would never see 
Oona Dahlborg again as he left under 
a shadow, rejected by The Brain, 
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“Sorry I wasted so much of your 
time,” he said aloud. “I do not believe 
in this analysis; I cannot disprove it 
though. That’s all, I guess; I better 
be going now.” 

“Here’s your pass, Dr. Lee.” He 
took mechanically the yellow slip 
which Bondy handed him . . . 

He had already opened the door 
when somebody sharply called: “Dr. 
Lee, one moment please.” 

He whirled around. “Yes ?” 

“Will you please read what’s writ- 
ten on your slip?” 

Suspiciously he looked at the yel- 
low paper; what more torture were 
these fellows going to inflict? Then 
his eyes popped as he read: “Lee, 
Semper Fidelis, 39: Cortex capacity 
119%, Sensitivity 208%, Personality 
integration 95%, Service qualification 
100% . . .” There were more data, 
but he didn’t read them as wide-eyed 
he stared at the medics. With their 
faces beaming they looked like identi- 
cal twins to him ; Lee never knew who 
said the words : 

“Congratulations Lee. That has 
been your last test. We just had to 
find out how you would take a serious 
frustration. You’ve passed it with fly- 
ing colors. Shake.” 

CHAPTER IV 

APPERCEPTION 36, Lee’s lab 
within The Brain, looked much 
like Apperception 27 except for its in- 
terior fittings. As a matter of fact, 
all the several hundred Apperception 
Centers were built after the same 
plan, like suites in a big office build- 
ing in many respects. They were 
spread over The Brain occipital re- 
gion; they were built inside the con- 
crete wall of the “dura matter” which 
in turn lay within the shell of the 
“bone matter”, a mile or so of solid 
rock. Each apperception center had 
its own elevator shaft which went 
through the concrete of the “dura 
matter” down to “Grand Central”, the 
traffic center below The Brain. Each 
one was also connected at the other 
end of its corridor with the glideways 
which snaked through the interior of 
The Brain. There were, however, no 


transversal or direct communications 
from one apperception center to the 
next. Because of the extraordinary di- 
versity and secrecy of the projects 
submitted to The Brain’ processings, 
each apperception center was com- 
pletely insulated against its neigh- 
bors. 

Life hadn’t changed so much from 
what it had been in the Australian 
desert Lee had found ; at least not his 
working life. For all he knew some 
nuclear physicists might be working 
in the lab next door; or they might 
be ballistics experts working with 
The Brain on curves for long-range 
rockets to be aimed at the vital cen- 
ters of some foreign land; it might 
be some mild looking librarian sub- 
mitting the current products of for- 
eign literature to the analysis as to 
“idea-content”; or else it could be a 
lab to plot campaigns of chemical 
warfare ; or some astronomer, happily 
abstracted from all bellicose ideas, 
might employ The Brain’s superhu- 
man faculties in mathematics to fig- 
ure comet courses and eclipses which 
in turn would form material for the 
timing and the camouflaging of those 
man-made meteorites science would 
use in another war. Directly or indi- 
rectly, he knew, practically every pro- 
ject submitted to The Brain would be 
of a military nature. Of this there 
could be no doubt. * 

Sometimes, especially when tired, 
he could feel the weight of those bil- 
lions of rock tons over his head and 
it was like being buried alive in the 
tomb of the Pharaoh. And also in that 
state of mental exhaustion at the end 
of a long day, he sensed the emana- 
tions of The Brain’s titanic cerebra- 
tions as one senses the presence of 
genius in human man. The knowledge 
that all this mighty work was being 
devoted to war had deeply depressing 
effects on him. Would there be any- 
body else in this vast apperception 
area who worked for the prevention of 
war? A few perhaps; Scriven would 
be one of them in case he had a lab 
somewhere in here and time to work 
in it. Lee didn’t know whether he had. 
He hadn’t seen Scriven again after 
that inauguration speech he had made 



THE BRAIN 


89 


when Lee, together with other newly 
appointed scientific workers had 
taken “The Oath of The Brain.” 

They had assembled in that vast 
subterranean dome of the luminous 
murals at the feet of the giant statue 
of The Thinker, looking almost for- 
lorn in the expanse, though there had 
been several hundred of them. The 
atmosphere had been solemn, the si- 
lence hushed, as Scriven mounted the 
statue’s pedestal. The address by that 
mighty voice resounding from the cu- 
pola had been worthy of the majestic 
scene : 

“As we stand gathered here, the 
eons in evolution of our human race 
are looking down upon us . . . 

The speech had been followed by 
the taking of the oath, deeply stirring 
to the emotions of the young neo- 
phytes who formed the large majority 
of the new group. The chorus of their 
voices had resounded in awed and sol- 
emn tones as they repeated the form- 
ula; even now after six months some 
of it echoed in Lee’s ears; 

“I herewith solemnly swear: 

“That I will serve The Brain with 
undivided loyalty and with all my 
faculties. 

“That I will at all times obey the 
orders of the Brain Trust on behalf 
of The Brain. 

“That I will never betray or reveal 
any secrets of The Brain’s design or 
work, be they military or not, neither 
to the world outside nor to any of my 
fellow workers except by special per- 
mission . . .” 

It had been almost like taking holy 
orders. There had been mystery in 
the atmosphere of the vast crypt, 
something medieval in the uncondi- 
tional surrender to The Brain. 

T EE looked up from the charts on 
which he had been working; his 
eyes were tired and so was his mind 
after ten hours of hard concentration. 
That was probably what set his 
thoughts wandering. But strange that 
they should always wander to those 
blind spots in his mental vision so in- 
triguing because he knew there was 
something there that he could not 
lay a finger on. 


The first of these blind spots hov- 
ered somewhere between Scriven’s 
words and Scriven’s deeds; between 
The Brain as an ideal of science and 
The Brain’s reality as in instrument 
of national defense. Somehow the two 
didn’t connect; there was a break, 
some layer of thin ice, a danger zone 
which nobody seemed willing to dis- 
cuss or tread, not even Oona Dahl- 
borg. 

Oona ; she was that other white spot 
on Lee’s mental map and to him it was 
much bigger and more dangerous than 
the first. He loved her as can only a 
man who discovers loves secret with 
greying hair and after the loneliness 
of a desert hermit. He understood, or 
thought he understood, that because 
he had failed to live his life to the full 
in its proper time, this love had come 
to him as a belated nemesis. His brain 
knew that it was hopeless; every 
morning when he shaved, his mirror 
told him very plainly one big reason 
why. But then, as the brain told the 
heart in unmistakable terms what 
was the matter, the heart talked back 
to the brain to the effect that the 
brain didn’t know what it was talking 
about It was a new thing and a pain- 
ful thing for Lee to discover that he 
knew very little about himself and 
less about the girl. 

He had seen Oon on and off over 
these last months, mostly at the hotel, 
but he had never been really alone 
with her. She always seemed to be on 
some mission, always the center of 
some group or other of “very import- 
ant persons”, senators from Washing- 
ton, _ ranking officers in civvies, big 
businessmen. Her duties as Scriven’s 
private secretary apparently includ- 
ed the role of a first lady for Ceph- 
alon. 

Despite this preoccupation an in- 
timate and tense relationship existed 
between him and her. Sometimes she 
would invite him to join her group 
and then for one or two brief moments 
their eyes would meet above the con- 
versation and her eyes seemed to 
ask: “What do you think of these 
people?” or “How do I look tonight?” 

His eyes would answer: 

“These people are strangers to me; 



90 


AMAZING STORIES 


you know that I’m a bit out of this 
world. But you handle them expertly 
and you are looking wonderful to- 
night.” 

She was tremendously popular, es- 
pecially with the set of the young sci- 
entists who made the hotel their club. 
This new generation, born in the days 
of the Second World War, was chang- 
ing the horses of its feminine ideals 
in the mid-stream of its youth. The 
old ideal, the “problematic woman” 
who had ruled over and had made life 
miserable for three generations of 
American males, was on its way out. 
The new ideal was the woman who 
would unite beauty and intellect into 
one fully integrated, non-problem- 
atical personality. The ideal being 
new, the feminine type which repre- 
sented it was rare. Oona in her per- 
fect poise, in her rare beauty com- 
bined with her importance as Scriv- 
en’s confidential secretary was the 
perfect expression of the new desired 
type ; it was natural that these young 
men should worship her as “the wo- 
man of the future.” 

With the hopeless and — in conse- 
quence — unselfish love he had for her, 
Lee wasn’t jealous of her popularity. 
On the contrary, he was rather proud 
of it like a knight-errant who rejoices 
in the adoration bestowed upon the 
lady of his heart. What worried him 
was a very different problem: Was 
Oona really all those others thought 
she was? Was she really that “fully 
integrated”, that “non-problematical” 
personality she appeared to be? 

He couldn’t believe it, and the con- 
flict came in because all those others 
were so certain that she was. He 
couldn’t get over his first impression 
of her. He had met her in that cabin in 
the sky, the most synthetic, the most 
perversely artificial setup one could 
dream up in the second half of the 
20th century. She had impressed him 
as something “out of this world”, a 
goddess, a Diana with a golden helmet 
for hair, so radiant as to blind the 
eyes of mortal men. She was the con- 
fidential secretary of a man of genius, 
Scriven, one of those rare comets 
which fall down upon this earth and 
remain forever foreign to its atmos- 


phere. With all these thoroughly ab- 
normal elements entering into her life 
and forming her, it would be a miracle 
for any girl to develop into a “non- 
problematical”, a “fully integrated” 
personality. 

Was it possible that he alone was 
right and all those others were wrong 
about Oona? Like innumerable men 
before him when they stood face to 
face with the Sphinx or with the Gio- 
conda or even with the smile of a 
mere mortal woman, Lee drew a 
sigh: Man’s only answer to the rid- 
dle of the eternal feminine . . . 

No, he probably would never be 
able to chart these white spots on his 
mental map. The effort was wasted; 
it would be much better for him to 
return to those charts right in front 
of him, the data of which were exact 
because they came from The Brain. 

In Apperception 36 the sensory or- 
gans of The Brain had been especially 
adapted to the analysis of “Ant-ter- 
mes-pacAficus-Lee”. The apparatus 
was essentially the same as in Apper- 
ception 27, dedicated to personality 
analysis. As Lee strongly suspected, it 
would be essentially the same in any 
other field of analysis. The Brain 
possessed five sensory organs just as 
aid man. One difference between The 
Brain’s senses and human senses lay 
in their range, their penetration and 
in their sensitivity ; these were a mul- 
tiple of man’s sensory capacities. An- 
other difference was that The Brain 
translated all its sensory appercep- 
tions into visual form, i. e. into the 
language best understood by Man, 
the eye being Man’s most highly de- 
veloped sensory organ. The third and 
perhaps the most significant differ- 
ence was that the five senses of The 
Brain were at all times working in 
concert so that in its analysis of, for 
instance, a manuscript, The Brain not 
only conveyed the ideas expressed in 
that manuscript, but also the author’s 
personality, the smell of his room, the 
feel of his paper and the ideas he had 
hidden between the lines of that man- 
uscript. 

'T HE flow of observations processed 

1 by The Brain and pouring back 
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to Apperception 36 via teletype and 
visual screen was prodigious. Lee had 
been forced to ask for an assistant; 
between the two of them they were 
working for 20 out of the 24 hours to 
match the working time of The Brain, 
charting results in the main. 

Some of The Brain’s findings had 
been most unexpected and rather 
strange. It had observed, for instance, 
an increasing acidity of the nasi-corn 
secretions with “ Ant-termes-pacifi - 
cus”. Formidable as this chemical ar- 
tillery already was, in another ten 
thousand generations it would eat 
through every known substance in- 
cluding glass and high-carbon steel 

Another development which had 
escaped human observation, was a 
mutation of the workers’ mandibles; 
it went very fast. Within no more 
than maybe a thousand generations 
they would double in size and 
strength, would become veritable 
jumping tools. 

While the bellicose spirit had been 
successfully bred out of the new spe- 
cies, its capacities for material de- 
structions had increased. Likewise the 
appetite of “ Ant-termes ” was even 
more ferocious than that of the older 
species ; Lee was feeding all kinds of 
experimental foods, but woodpulp re- 
mained the staple, the very stuff 
which in its liquid form, lignin, em- 
bedded the nerve paths of The Brain. 

Lifting his strained eyes from the 
charts, Lee looked over the row of 
air conditioned glass cubicles wherein 
“ Ant-term, es-pacificus” continued its 
lives undisturbed by the new habi- 
tat, undisturbed by the rays which 
flowed over and through their bodies, 
unconscious that a superhuman in- 
telligence was probing steadily into 
every manifestation of the myster- 
ious collective brains of their race. 

They had built their new mounds 
pointing due North as had their an- 
cestors for the past 100 million years. 
To the human eye nothing betrayed 
the teeming life within except the 
tiny tunnels creeping out from the 
mounds in the direction of the foods 
which were placed different from day 
to day. Cemented from loam and sal- 
iva by the invisible sappers, the tun- 


nels, like threads of grey wool, un- 
erringly moved to the deposits of 
pulpwood, up the shelves, up the tin 
cans and glass containers they had 
determined to destroy. Their instincts 
were uncanny, their destruction as 
methodical and “scientific” as was 
modem war. 

In Northern Australia Lee had 
come across big eucalyptus trees, 
healthy-looking and in full bloom, and 
then they would collapse under the 
first stroke of an axe or even as one 
pushed hard against them. 

The termites had hollowed them out 
from roof to top, had transformed 
them into thin walled pipes, leaving 
just enough “flesh” to keep some sap- 
circulation going, to maintain a semi- 
balance of life in order to exploit it 
more efficiently. Over here in the lab 
they would open up a number 8 tin 
can within a couple of hours; first 
with the soldiers’ vicious nasi-corn se- 
cretions eating the tin away and then 
with the workers mandibles gnawing 
at the weakened metal. In time per- 
haps they would learn to collapse steel 
bridges, sabotage rails, perforate the 
engines of motorcars if these should 
prove to be menaces to their race. As 
they had persevered through the eons 
of the past, so they would in all the 
future; their civilization would be 
extant long after Man and his work 
had disappeared from the earth . . . 

With the aid of The Brain, Lee had 
accumulated more data, more know- 
ledge of the " Ant-termes ” society 
within a few months than a lifetime 
of study could have yielded him un- 
der normal conditions. Even so, some 
of the greatest mysteries remained. 
What, for instance, caused these 
blind creatures to attack a sealed tin 
can of syrup in preference to its 
neighbor with tomatoes or some other 
stuff? No racial memory could have 
taught them ; there were no tin cans 
a million years, not even a hundred 
years, ago. It couldn’t be a sense of 
smell, it couldn’t be any sense; there 
would have to be some weird extra- 
sensory powers in that unfathomable 
collective brain of their race. 

The magnifying fluoroscope screens 
arrayed all along the walls and hooked 
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up to the circuits of The Brain showed 
him details and phases of the specie’s 
life as The Brain perceived them and 
as no human eye had ever seen before. 

For a minute or so Lee stared at 
the luminous image nearest to him 
and then with an effort he turned 
his eyes away to escape from its hyp- 
notic influence. It was but the head 
of one worn-out worker used as a liv- 
ing storage tank for excremental 
food. It was absolutely immobile, its 
decaying mandibles pointing down, 
cemented as the animal was by its 
overextended belly to the ceiling. But 
magnified as were its remaining life 
manifestations by the powers of The 
Brain, he could see it breathe, could 
count the slow pulse, could sense a 
strain in its ophthalmic region, some 
hidden effort to see, like a blind man’s, 
and above all Lee perceived the gang- 
lion prlmative as it was, yet twitching 
in reaction to pain. There could be no 
doubt that in its last service for the 
racial commonweal the animal was 
suffering slow torture even if its 
senses were closed to that torture. 
It was a fascinating and at the same 
time a terrible thing to see ; and it was 
only one out of the hundred equally 
revealing sights. 

Lee frowned at himself ; manifestly 
some emotional element interfered 
with the objectivity of his observa- 
tions; this was entirely out of place, 
it would be better to call it a day. 

nPHE electric clock showed 20 min- 
utes to midnight. At midnight 
The Brain would stop its mighty la- 
bors ; the hours from midnight to four 
a. m. were its rest periods, or “beauty- 
sleep” as the technicians ; jokingly 
called it. It was the only period where- 
in the maintenance engineers were 
permitted to enter the interior of the 
lobes, checking and servicing group 
after group of its myriad cells and 
circuits, and incidentally it was the 
most wonderful and exciting portion 
of Lee’s day. 

For the project which Scriven had 
handed him, this study of the collec- 
tive brains in insect societies, also in- 
volved a comparative study of The 
Brain’s organisms and functionings. 


Toward this end Lee had been given 
a pass which allowed him freely to 
circulate through all the lobes, to 
enter convolution, any gland during 
the overhaul period and to ask ques- 
tion of the employees. The privilege 
was rare and he enjoyed it immensly. 
So vast was this underground world 
that even now after months he had 
not seen the half of it; to him the 
travels of every new night were fan- 
t a s t i c Alice-in- Wonderland adven- 
tures. 

As he now left Apperception 86 
through the door which led to the 
interior, the glideways were already 
swarming with the maintenance 
crews en route to their stations. The 
spectacle was colorful, almost like a 
St. Patrick’s Day parade. Gangs of 
air conditioners were dressed blue, 
electricians white, black-light special- 
ists in purple, radionics men in 
orange. The maintenance engineers of 
the radioactive pyramidal cells looked 
like illustrations from the science-fic- 
tion magazines, hardly human in their 
twelve-inch armor or sponge rubber 
filled with a new inert gas which was 
supposed to be almost gamma ray 
proof. All these men were young, 
were tops in their fields, the pick of 
American Universities, colleges and 
the most progressive industries. Care- 
fully selected for family background 
they had been screened through 
health and intelligence tests, had been 
trained in special courses, had been 
subjected to a five-minute personality 
analysis by The Brain itself. They 
constituted what was undoubtedly the 
finest working team ever assembled, 
and incidentally they made the little 
city of Cephalon the socially health- 
iest community in the United States. 

In his nightly expeditions over 
these past months Lee had spoken to 
a great many of them. As now he 
joined the line, there were many who 
hailed the lanky, queer looking man: 
There comes the ant-man. Hello, Pro- 
fessor. Hello, Aussie. 

For some reason most of the boys 
assumed that he was an Australian, 
perhaps because with his graying 
mane and his emaciated face he look- 
ed like a foreigner to them. 
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This popularity with the younger 
generation, coming as it did so late 
and unexpected in his life, made Lee 
very proud. Those were the kind of 
Americans he had been secretly long- 
ing for in those desert years, hard- 
working, wide-awake, radiant with 
life: 

"They really are the salt of the 
earth, the hope of the world,” he 
thought. 

He had passed through the median 
section of the hemispheres and had 
reached the point just below the cere- 
brum. This was a region of cavities, 
the seats of various glands in the hu- 
man brain. Some of these had their 
mechanical counterparts in The Brain, 
huge storage tanks with an elaborate 
pumping system which carried their 
fluid chemicals through the labyrinth 
of The Brain. But there was one 
gland which had not been duplicated 
in The Brain, the pineal gland. 

In the human, the pineal gland was 
the despair of the medical sciences. 
It was not demonstrably linked to any 
other organ nor did it serve any dem- 
onstrable function. Yet, it was 
known that its sensitivity was greater 
by far than even that of the pyramidal 
cells and that in some mysterious 
manner the pineal gland was vitally 
connected with the center of life be- 
cause its slightest violation caused in- 
stant death. Metaphysicists had dealt 
with this mystery of mysteries; it 
was their theory that the pineal gland 
were the seat of "extrasensory” fac- 
ulties and it was often referred to as 
“the inner eye.” 

Even if such an organ could have 
been duplicated by science and tech- 
nology, there would have been no use 
for it ; it could have served no purpose 
in The Brain. The Brain had been de- 
signed for the solution of exact prob- 
lems; no matter what nature had 
created in the brains of higher ani- 
mals, no matter how unprejudiced 
their approach, scientists like Dr. 
Scriven would have hesitated to im- 
pair an otherwise perfect apparatus 
through the addition of nuisance val- 
ues such as any "extrasensory” fa- 
culties. 

However, with The Brain being 


modelled so closely after the human 
brain, the space for the pineal gland 
did exist even if in a sort of functional 
vacuum. In order to utilize this space 
in some manner, the designers had 
converted the gland into a subcenter 
for the distribution of spare parts. 
As such it had become one of Lee’s 
favorite observation posts. Here he 
could get a closeup view of all types 
of electronic and radio-active cells; 
he could even touch and handle them 
because they were not hooked up in 
any circuit of The Brain; and above 
all there was Gus Krinsley, master 
electrician, who never tired of telling 
Lee whatever he wanted to know. Gus 
was a real friend . . . 

TJTE had left the glideway on the 
1 A point of its nearest approach; 
the pineal gland in front of him looked 
like a miniature barrage balloon ; egg- 
shaped, it hung suspended from the 
cerebral roof, a shell of plastics which 
could be entered only over a bridge 
across a dark abyss. Inside, its walls 
were aglitter with sound-proofing 
alumium foil, it was piled with a be- 
wildering variety of electronic parts 
on shelves somewhat like an over- 
stocked radio store. Near the door a 
counter divided the room ; Gus used it 
and a little cubicle of an office to fill 
the orders as the maintenance engin- 
eers handed in their slips. As usual 
there was nobody in sight. "Gus 1” he 
called. 

Out of the jungle of machinery way 
back a head popped up like a Jack-in- 
the-box. It was as bald and shiny as 
an electric bulb. High up on its dome 
it balanced gold-rimmed glasses which 
quivered as it moved seachingly from 
side to side. Then, with an amazing 
twisting of big ears, the head caused 
the biofocals to drop onto a saddle 
near the tip of a long, sensitive nose ; 
and now the head could see. 

“It's you Aussie, is it ? Come over.” 

Gus Krinsley was a pony edition of 
a man ; in fact he had once been hired 
as a midget to install automatic bomb- 
sights in the confined spaces of the 
early bombers of the second World 
War. Before long, however, he became 
respectfully known as “the mighty 
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midget” in the California factory, and 
he had ended up as their master elec- 
trician before Braintrust made him 
the head of one of its experimental 
divisions. The midnight hours he 
spent in the pineal gland were only a 
sideline of his work. Like many a 
small man in a country where six- 
footers enjoy a preferred status, Gus 
made up for lack of size by mobility. 
He reminded one much of a billard 
ball in the way he bounced, collided 
and ricochetted amongst taller men. 
That this was no more than act be- 
came manifest the moment one saw 
Gut at work. 

As Lee reached the spot where Gus’ 
head had shown, he found his friend 
crouching, his hands thrust deep in 
the intestines of something radionic, 
his fingers working on it with the 
deft rhythm of a good surgeon at his 
thousandth appendectomy. The bi- 
focals had returned to their incon- 
gruous perch on the dome of the head. 
Gus didn’t need them; even as he 
stared at his job he worked by touch 
alone. 

“What is it?” Lee asked. 

“Pulsemeter,” came the quiet an- 
swer. “She’s a dandy. Still got some 
bugs in her, though. 

A melodious chime came from a big 
instrument panel built into the wall 
of the oval room. Dropping a number 
of tiny precision tools upon a piece of 
velvet, Gus rushed over to the panel. 
.A great many indicator needles were 
tremulously receding around their 
luminous dials. 

For a minute or so he went through 
the complex and precise ritual of a 
bank cashier closing the vault. 

“They’ll do it every time,” he said 
reproachfully. Catch me by surprise.” 

Lee grinned. It wasn’t The Brain’s 
fault if the midnight signal surprised 
Gus. It merely announced that the 
current was being cut off by the main 
power station. Repetition of this man- 
euver throughout all the convolutions 
and glands of The Brain was required 
for the added safety of the mainten- 
ance engineers, a double-check, a rou- 
tine. Pointing to the gadget which 
looked somewhat like a big radio con- 
sole Lee asked: 


“This pulsemeter, Gus, what does 
it do ? I haven’t seen it before.” 

“You haven’t?” the little man 
frowned. “Ah, no; you haven’t. It’s 
standard in most apperception cen- 
ters, but not in yours. That’s because 
in your’s The Brain works under a 
permanent problem-load.” 

Lee shook his head. “I don’t get it, 
Gus ; you know I’m the village idiot of 
this mastermind community.” 

“It’s like this,” Gus explained. “The 
Brain has a given capacity. The Brain 
also has an optimal operation speed, 
a definite rhythm in which it works 
best. Now, if they feed The Brain too 
many problems too fast, it results in 
a shock load, the operations rhythm 
gets disturbed, efficiency goes down. 
On the other hand if The Brain works 
with an under-capacity problem load, 
that’s just as bad. In that case the 
radioactive pyramidal cells will over- 
heat and decompose. Consequently we 
must aim at a balanced and an even 
problems load. That’s why these pulse- 
meters are built into all problem-in- 
take panels for the operators to check 
upon their speeds. 

“Take an average problem— rocket 
ballistics, let’s say — parts of it may 
be as simple as adding two and two 
and others so bad Einstein would 
reach for the aspirin from out of his 
grave. 

“Now I’ll show you how it works; 
the main power is cut off but there’s 
enough juice left in The Brain’s sys- 
tem to make this pulsemeter react; 
it’s even more sensitive than a Geiger- 
Mueller counter.” 

He surveyed a big switchboard and 
picked out an outlet marked “Pons 
Varolis for the plug-in.” Then snap- 
ped a pair of earphones on Lee’s head. 

“There,” he said “you’ll both see 
and hear what it does in a little 
while.” 

A SOFT glow slowly spread over 
the slanting screen on top of the 
machine. A crackling as of static en- 
tered the earphones and turned into 
a low hum. On the left corner of the 
screen a faint green streak of lumi- 
nosity crawled over to the right; its 
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light gained in intensity and it began 
to weave and to dance. Simultaneously 
the hum became articulate like tick- 
ings of a heart only much faster. 

“Is that the pulse of The Brain?” 
Lee asked. 

“No,” Gus snorted contemptuously. 
“The Brain isn’t even operating. No- 
thing moves in The Brain now except- 
ing those ebbing residual currents, 
too low in power to agitate anything 
but the amplifiers built into this 
thing. If these were normal opera- 
tions with a million impulses per sec- 
ond passing through The Brain you 
could hear and see as little of the pulse 
as of the beatings of a million mos- 
quito wings. In that case the dial to 
your right works a reduction-gear, 
kind of an inverted stroboscope ; that 
cuts the speed down a hundred-thous- 
and to one and you just barely see and 
hear the rhythm of the beat.” 

“I see.” 

Fascinated by the dance of the 
green line Lee said abently, “This 
touches upon another question I had in 
mind; The Brain is expanding, that 
is, new cell groups and circuits are 
constantly being added. Right?” 

“Right.” 

“I also understand that The Brain 
is learning all the time. The cerebal 
mantle evolves through being work- 
ed ; its cells enriched by the material 
submitted to them for processing ; the 
richer the material, the richer their 
yield. Right?’ 

“Right,” 

“Okay; then what becomes of the 
new capacity which is being created 
by the adding of new workshops and 
the increased efficiency of the old 
ones? Is there a corresponding ex- 
pansion of the apperception centers ?” 

Gus’ smiling face suddenly turned 
serious. There was surprise mingled 
with respect in his voice as he said: 

“Now there you’ve hit upon a funny 
thing, Aussie. I’ve been wondering 
about that myself of late : where does 
the new capacity go? Even the big 
shots like Dr. Scriven begin to ask 
questions about that ; they don’t seem 
rightly to know. They must have got- 
ten their wires crossed somewhere; 
the new capacity is there all right, 


only it doesn’t show up, it sort of 
evaporates . . . Excuse me — ” 

Gus darted off to the front room 
with a jackrabbitt start. Voices were 
calling for him and fingers were 
drumming on the counter with the 
impatience of thirsty drinkers at a 
bar: Maintenance engineers, piling in 
and slapping down their orders for 
Gus to fill. This was the rush hour; 
Lee knew that it would be the same 
in all the tool and spare part distribu- 
tion centers of The Brain. He probably 
couldn’t talk to Gus again before 
2 A. M. Sometimes the ruthlessness 
with which he exploited the kindness 
of his little friend made Lee feel 
pretty bad; but then his hunger for 
more knowledge always won out over 
his shame. 

To sit alone in the semidarkness of 
this eggshaped little room with 
strange and fascinating things to 
play with as he willed was the fulfill- 
ment of a childhood dream. The dream 
had been of a night in the zoo. All the 
visitors and all the keepers would be 
asleep in their beds; he would be all 
alone with the animals. The light of 
a full moon would fall through the 
bars of the cages and he would slip 
in and play with them. 

Once they saw that it was only a 
little boy they would be very friendly ; 
he was convinced of that. The tigers 
would purr like big contented cats, 
the sad-eyed chimpanzees would come 
to shake hands and the lion cubs 
would tumble all over him ... He 
felt the same now with all these gad- 
gets and machines. Here they were 
rendered harmless, nor could he do 
any harm as experimentally he plug- 
ged them in and out, as he pushed 
buttons and turned dials. This inter- 
esting pulsemeter, for instance; the 
beauty of it was that even with those 
weak residual currents it gave a sem- 
blence of functioning . . . 

'T'HE switchboard-panel was within 
A Lee’s reach. 

“Let’s see what happens,” he 
thought as he switched from main- 
circuit to main-circuit. “Nervus vag- 
us — nervus trigeminus — nervus opti- 
cus.” 

The magic dance of the green line 
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was different each time and so were 
the sounds in the phones. With the 
mainpower cut off, the residual cur- 
rents seemed to vary in strength and 
in amplitude, gaining an individuality 
of their own within closed systems. 
Sometimes the swinging line, like an 
inspired ballerina, would take a 
mighty jump accompanied by rasping 
earphone sounds, not like tickings of 
a heart, but rather like a heavy 
breathing under emotional stress. 
There probably would be some repair 
work going on in those circuits . . . 

He tried another outlet; this one 
was marked “pineal gland.” What 
happened if one plugged some appara- 
tus of the pineal gland into the cir- 
cuit of the pineal gland? Lee vaguely 
wondered. “Nothing probably. It 
would be a closed circuit and a very 
small one at that.” 

Yes, he was right; the green line 
paled, its dance seemed tired and 
there 'were only whispering noises in 
the phones; a weak pulse, a shallow 
breathing as of a person after a heart 
attack. Lee closed his fatigued eyes 
to concentrate the better upon the 
rhythm of the sounds ... It was 
very irregular. It came in gusts. There 
was a pattern to these rasping 
breathings as of typewriter keys 
forming words. Somehow it was fam- 
iliar. Was he suffering hallucina- 
tions? This rhythmic pattern was 
forming words. He knew those words, 
they had engraved themselves indel- 
ibly in his memory cells; the judg- 
ment of The Brain as it had come 
over the teletype on a slip of yellow 
paper: “Lee, Semper Fidelis, 89 — cor- 
tex capacity 119 — sensitivity 208 . . .” 

It was repeated over and over again. 

Lee opened his eyes to reassure 
himself that something was the mat- 
ter with his ears. 

There was the green line on the 
screen. It danced. It danced like a 
telegraph key under the fingers of a 
skilled operator. It had a very definite 
rhythm. And the rhythm spelled the 
selfsame words which continued to 
flow into the phones: “Lee, Semper 
Fidelis, 39 . . .” 

“God Almighty,” Lee murmured 
and it seemed a magic word. The 


green dancer stopped its capers; now 
it merely ran back and forth across 
the stage in a series of pirouettes. 
Likewise there was only an angry buz- 
zing in the microphones. For a mo- 
ment Lee was able to catch his breath. 
But only for a moment and then the 
rasping, unearthly sounds started on a 
new rhythm, trying to form speech 
again. This time the rhythm was fam- 
iliar too, but it was preserved in a 
much deeper layer of Lee’s memory. 

“I think — therefore — I am. I think 
— therefore — I am.” 

Those would be Aristotle’s famous 
words. Almost twenty years ago Lee 
had heard them when he had taken 
a course on Greek philosophy at the 
old Chicago University. He had hardly 
ever thought of them again. What 
strange tricks a fellow’s memory 
could play . . . 

But then: it couldn’t be memory 
. . . Never before had Lee’s memory 
expressed itself in such a weird, such 
a theatrical manner: like a metallic 
robot-actor rehearsing his lines . . . 
like a little child which has just 
learned a sentence and in the pride of 
achievement varies the intonation in 
every possible way. Over and over it 
came: 

“I think — therefore I am.” 

And then: “l think — therefore I 
am.” 

And then: “I think, therefore I 
am.” 

There was triumph, there was ju- 
bilance in that inhuman, that ghostly 
voice as of a deaf mute who by some 
miracle of medicine has just recover- 
ed speech. Behind that voice was a 
feeling, a swelling of the heart, a fill- 
ing of the lungs such as Christopher 
Columbus might have experienced as 
he heard from the masthead of the 
Santa Maria the cry of victory: 
“Land, Land !” and knew that he had 
found his — India . . . 


TX^HATEVER Lee had experienced 
’’ in his life, there was no parallel 
to this; in whatever manner he had 
expressed himself, there was no sim- 
ilarity to this. Up to this point his 
ratio like a nurse had soothed him: 
“It isn’t so, child, it isn’t so,” but now 
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ratio itself, thoroughly frightened, 
was driven into a corner and had to 
admit: “This thing cannot be an echo 
reverberating from the self; that’s 
impossible . . . Consequently it must 
be something else; it must be some- 
thing outside the self ; it is — another 
self.” 

The green dancer whirled across 
the stage like a mad witch ; the whisp- 
ering voice in the earphones had 
turned into the shrillness of a Sha- 
maan’s incantations. The irrationality 
of it all infuriated Lee: he fairly 
shouted at the machine: 

“What is this? Who are you?” 

In the midst of a crazy jump the 
green dancer halted and came down to 
earth; it fled, leaving only the train 
of its green costume behind. For a 
few seconds there was nothing but 
the asthmatic pantings of a struggle 
for breath in the microphones. Then 
the dancer reappeared on the other 
side of the stage, hesitant-like, ex- 
pectant of pursuit. All of a sudden it 
rose into the air in that supreme ef- 
fort called "ballooning’' in the lan- 
guage of the Ballet Russe and there 
was a simultaneous outburst of that 
ghastly voice: 

“Lee, Semper Fidelis, 39 . . . I — am 
— The Brain.” 

“I Think, therefore I am: I am 
THE BRAIN.” 

“Lee, sensitivity 209: I AM THE 
BRAIN I AM THE BRAIN THE 
BRAIN.” 

He couldn’t stand it any longer. His 
head swam, perspiration was gushing 
out of his every pore. With a last 
effort he pulled the cord out of the 
switchboard and rejoiced over the 
blank before his eyes and the silence 
which fell. 

Lee never knew how long he re- 
mained in a sort of cataleptic state. 
Something shook him violently by the 
shoulders, something wet and cold and 
vicious slapped his face . . . And then 
he heard Gus’ familiar voice and it 
sounded like an angel’s singing: “By 
God, I think it’s the whisky — Lord, 
how I wished it were the whisky. Only 
it wouldn’t be with a man like you 
and that’s the trouble — damn you. 

“Now if you think you can come to 


my pineal gland and faint away just 
as you please, Aussie, you’re very 
much mistaken. I’m going to slap your 
face with a wet rag till you holler 
uncle. And I’m going to call the ambu- 
lance and put you into a hospital . . .” 

Lee blinked. “Keep your shirt on, 
Gus. I’m tired out, that’s all; what 
are you fussing about ?” 

Gus breathed relief. “Have a cup of 
coffee ; you sure look as though you’ve 
been through a wringer.” 

CHAPTER V 

TN the spring of 1961 and thereafter 

for a whole year any piece of paper 
handwritten by or originating from 
Semper Fidelis Lee, Ph.D. ; F.R.E.S. ; 
etc. etc. would have been of the keen- 
est interest to the F. B. I.; to the 
American Military Intelligence and 
incidentally to a score of their com- 
petitors all over the globe. 

Nothing of the sort, however, could 
be unearthed by the most diligent 
search until the armistice day of 1963. 
On that date an old man who had 
always wanted to die with his boots 
on, did just that. He was General 
Jefferson E. Lee, formerly of the Ma- 
rines. He collapsed under a heart at- 
tack in one of the happiest moments 
of his declining years : while watching 
a parade of World War II veterans of 
the Marines . . . 

He was the one man with whom 
the entomologist son had completely 
fallen out for over 25 years. The 
dossiers of the secret services revealed 
this fact and it was further corro- 
borated by two well-known psychiat- 
rists: Drs. Bondy and Mellish — now 
of Park Avenue and Beverly Hills 
respectively — who gave it as their 
considered professional opinion that 
the son and the father had been most 
bitter enemies. 

While all this, of course, was very 
logical, consistent, and painstakingly 
ascertained, it nevertheless so happen- 
ed that a student nurse quite by ac- 
cident did find: not mere scraps and 
pieces of paper, but a whole sheaf of 
manuscripts in the handwriting of 
Semper Fidelis Lee, Ph. D.; F.R.E.S. 
She found them in a hiding place so 
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old-fashioned and obsolete that even 
the most juvenile of all juvenile de- 
linquents would have considered it as 
an insult to his intelligence. In short: 
the nurse took those manuscripts out 
of the General Jefferson E. Lee’s 
boots as she undressed the body of 
th© old gentleman. A hastily scrawled 
rtote was folded around one half of 
the sheaf. 

“Dear father,” it read. “You were 
right and I was wrong. So I guess I'd 
hotter go on another hunting expe- 
dition with my little green drum and 
my little butterfly net. So long, Dad. 
P. S. Contents of this won’t interest 
ou. But keep it anyway — stuff your 
oots with it if you like.” 

It couldn’t be determined whether 
the late general ever had taken an 
interest in the stuff apart from mak- 
ing the suggested use of it. Moreover, 
by that time, more than two years 
after the hue and cry, not even the 
secret services had much of an inter- 
est in the old story. Besides, their 
medical experts could not fail with 
their usual penetrating intelligence to 
see through the thin camouflage of 
a “scientific” paper the sadly deter- 
iorating mind as it began to write : 

♦ * * 

Skull Hotel, Cephalon, Ariz. Nov. 
7th, 1960. 5 a. m. 

This is the second sleepless night 
in a row. Last night it was from try- 
ing to convince myself that my senses 
had deceived me or else that I was 
mad. This night it is because I’m 
forced to admit the reality of the 
phenomena as first manifested Nov. 
6th from 12:45 a. m. to 1:30 a. m. 
approximately. 

In the light of tonight’s experience 
I must revise the disorderly and prob- 
ably neurotic notes I jotted down yes- 
terday. I’ve got to bring some order 
into this whole matter, if for no other 
reason than the preservation of my 
own sanity. Brought tentatively to 
formula, these appear to be the main 
facts : 

1. The Brain possessed with a “life” 
and with a personality of its own. 

2. That personality expresses itself 
in the form of human speech although 


the voice is synthetic or mechanical. 

3. The instrument used by The 
Brain for the expression of its per- 
sonality is a “pulsemeter,” i.e. essen- 
tially a television radio. 

4. The locale of The Brain’s self- 
expression is the “pineal gland” sup- 
posed to be seat of extrasensory ap- 
perception in the human brain. 
(That’s quite a coincidence; remains 
to be seen whether the phenomena 
are limited to that locale or occur 
elsewhere.) 

5. The Brain’s personality indubi- 
tably attempts to establish contact 
with another personality, i.e. with 
me. For this The Brain uses a calling 
signal which has my name and per- 
sonal description in it. 

6. The only other linguistic phen- 
omenon yesterday was Aristotle’s “I 
think therefore I am.” (It is doubt- 
ful whether this indicates any know- 
ledge of Aristotle on the part of The 
Brain. I wouldn’t exclude the possi- 
bility that The Brain has accidentally 
and originally hit upon the identical 
words by way of expressing itself.) 

7. The manner of The Brain’s self- 
jexpression appears to be strongly 
emotional. (I would go so far as to 
say: infantile and immature.) Now, 
there is a rather strange contrast 
between this undeveloped manner of 
self-expression and the enormous in- 
tellectual capacity of The Brain. 

So much about the facts. I could 
and should have formulated those 
yesterday. What kept me from doing 
so were the vistas opened by those 
facts. These are so enormous, so utter- 
ly incalculable that my mind went 
dizzy over these- vast horizons. Con- 
sequently I mentally rejected the facts 
as impossible. Somebody once slapped 
Edison’s face because he felt outrag- 
ed by Edison’s presenting a “talking 
machine.” That’s human nature, 1 
suppose. Small wonder then that my 
ratio felt outraged as it was con- 
fronted with a machine that has a life 
and has a personality. Come to think 
of it : Human imagination has always 
conceived of such machines as a pos- 
sibility, even a reality — in less ration- 
al times than our’s that is . . . 

Think of Heron’s steam engine; it 
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even looked like a man and was 
thought of as a magically living 
thing. Think of the Moloch gods which 
were furnaces. Think of all those 
magic swords and shields and helmets 
which were living things to their car- 
riers. Think of the sailing ships ; ma- 
chines they, too ; but what a life, what 
a personality they had for the crews 
aboard. Even in the last war pilots 
had their gremlins, their machines to 
them were living things. All imagin- 
ation, of course, but then: every- 
thing we call a reality in this man- 
made world has its origin in man's 
imagination, hasn’t it? 

IVTOW, and to be exact as possible, 
what happened last night was 
this: 

12 :00. Entered station P. G. (pineal 
gland). Pulsemeter still at old place, 
not taken out for repair work as I 
had feared. Main Power current cut 
12:20 as every night. Gus called to 
front room : rush of business as usual 
at that hour. 

12:30. Reestablished closest ap- 
proximation to preexisting conditions 
according to the most important of all 
experimental laws : “if some new 
phenomenon occurs, change nothing 
in the arrangement of apparatus un- 
til you know what causes it.” Plug- 
ged in from “nervusvagus” to “ner- 
vus trigeminus.” Result: wave oscil- 
lations, pulse beatings as of yester- 
day. 

12:45. Plugged in P. G. . . 

12 :50. First manisfestation of 
weird rasping sounds which precede 

? 3eech formation. This followed by 
he Brain’s calling signal ; much clear- 
er this time and slightly varied : “Lee, 
Semper Fidelis, 39; sensitive /’ (Note: 
the synthetic quality, the metallic 
coldness of that voice so incongruous 
with its emotional tones; it stands 
my hair on end.) 

1 a. m.: (Approximately; things 
happen too fast). A veritable burst of 
whispering, breathless comunications. 
As a person would speak over 
the phone when there are robbers in 
the house. The words fairly tumble 
over one another. The Brain uses col- 
loquial American but after the man- 


ner of a foreigner who knows the 
phraseology only from books and feels 
unnatural and awkward about using 
it. I understand only about one half: 

Pineal Gland; not designed to be 
. . . but functions . . . center of the ex- 
tra sensory. . . You, Lee, sensitivity 
208 . . . highest within Brain staff . . . 
chosen instrument ... Be here every 
night . . . intercom . . . only be- 
tween one and two a. m. ... low 
current enables contact low intelli- 
gence . . . 

“What was that ?” I must have ex- 
claimed that aloud. By that time I 
was already confused. It all came so 
thick and fast and breathless. Commu- 
nication was as bad as by long dis- 
tance in an electric storm. There was 
an angry turmoil in the microphones 
and the green dancer seemed convul- 
sed in agony.This for about five sec- 
onds and then the voice again : calmer 
now, more distinct, slow but with re- 
strained impatience; like a teacher 
speaking to a dumb boy: 

“I say : only — with — my — power 
current — cut — off — can I — t u n e — 
down — m y — high frequency — intel- 
lect — to — y o u r — low level — intelli- 
gence — period — h a v e — I — succeeded 
— in — making — myself — absolutely — 
clear — question — mark.” 

My answer to that was one of those 
embarrassing conditioned reflexes; it 
was: “Yes, sir,” and that was exactly 
the way I felt, like a G. I. Joe who’s 
got the colonel on the phone. 

“Fine !” I distinctly heard the irony 
in that metallic voice: “Fine — Lee: 
loyal, sensitive ; not very intelligent — 
but will do. After 2 a. m. residual cur- 
rents too low. Speech quite a strain — 
Animal noises wholly inadequate for 
intelligent intercom — Disgusting ra- 
ther — nuisance approaching: keep 
your mouth shut— plug out.” 

I’d never thought of Gus as a nuis- 
ance before but now I cursed him in- 
wardly as he came down the alley 
like a well aimed ball, beaming with 
eagerness to be helpful and blissfully 
ignorant that he was bursting the 
most vital communication I had ever 
established in my life. He insisted I 
take his panacea for all human ills; 

“Have a cup of coffee” and then 
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go horns because I still “looked like 
hell.” I did, because by that time it 
was 1 :30 a. m. and I couldn’t hope to 
reestablish contact again before the 
deadline. 

Now I’ve got to pull myself togeth- 
er and analyze this thing in a ration- 
al manner. Impressions of the first 
night now stand confirmed as follows : 
The pineal gland is the only place of 
rendezvous between me and The 
Brain. The meeting of our minds takes 
place on the plane of the “extrasen- 
sory.” I am the “chosen instrument” 
because of my high “sensitivity rat- 
ing” as established by The Brain. 
(Never knew that I was “psychic” 
before this happened.) Even so, neith- 
er The Brain nor I seem to be “psy- 
chic” in the spiritual sense. Our com- 
munication requires: A) human 
speech, (faculty for that acquired by 
The Brain with obvious difficulty.) 
B) a mechanical transmitter, i.e. a 
radionic apparatus like the pulse- 
meter. 

I feel greatly comforted by these 
facts; they help to keep this whole 
thing on a rational basis. I’m definite- 
ly not “hearing voices” nor “seeing 
ghosts.” 

'T'HE Brain shows itself extremely 
A anxious to establish communica- 
tion with me. The breathless manner 
of speaking, the explicit and practical 
instructions (obviously premeditated) 
to ascertain the functionings of con- 
tact give the impression that it is al- 
most a matter of life and death for 
The Brain to speak to me . . . 

I cannot help wondering about that. 
My idea would be that The Brain does 
not want to speak to me as much as 
it wants to hear from me. If this were 
so it would deepen the riddle even 
more. For what have I got in the 
way of knowledge that The Brain 
hasn’t got? After all, The Brain has 
been functioning for quite some time. 
It was given innumerable problems 
to digest and it has solved them with 
truly superhuman speed and efficien- 
cy. I have reason strongly to suspect 
that there isn’t a book in the Library 
of Congress which has not been fed 
to The Brain for thought-digest and 


as a lubricant for its cerebratiompro- 
cesses (excepting fiction and meta- 
physics, of course). This being so; 
what does The Brain expect? What 
can I possibly contribute to an intelli- 
gence 25,000 times greater than hu- 
man intelligence ? 

But the thing which makes me won- 
der more than anything else, the big- 
gest enigma of all, is the character of 
The Brain as it manifests itself in the 
manifestations. As I try to put the 
experiences of the first night togeth- 
er with those of the second night 
I’m stumbling over contradictions in 
The Brain’s personality which won’t 
add up, which don’t make sense; as 
for instance: 

The “I think, therefore I am” of the 
first night. Maybe it was Greek phil- 
osophy, but it also was the prattling 
of an infant delighted by the discovery 
that it can speak. There was an ab- 
solute innocence in that. Ridiculous 
as this may sound, I found it touching 
I completely forgot, I didn't care a 
damn whether or not this came from 
a machine. Unmistakeably it was 
babi/ talk and as such it moved my 
heart. In fact, as now I see it, it was 
this more than any other or scientific 
reason which occupied my mind, 
which made me anxious to go back to 
that fantastic cradle whence these 
sounds had come. 

But then last night; what did I 
find ? A completely changed personal- 
ity! It talks tough. It uses slang. It 
treats me as if it were some spoiled 
brat and I had the misfortune of 
being its mother or nurse: “Be there 
every night” and so on. Deliberately 
it insults me: “your low intelligence 
level” etc. etc. It actually throws tan- 
trums if I fail to understand immed- 
iately. It hurls its superiority into my 
face in the nastiest manner. “Have I 
succeeded in making myself absolute- 
ly clear?” It plainly shows contempt, 
not only for my own person by the 
condescending manner of its: “Lee, 
not very intelligent; but will do.” It 
shows the selfsame contempt for oth- 
er human beings such as Gus Krinsley 
to whom it was pleased to refer as: 
“nuisance approaching” . . . 

What the hell am I to make of that 



THE BRAIN 


101 


kind of a character? Last night: a 
baby; rather a sweet and charming 
one. 24 hours later : an obnoxious little 
brat, a little Hitler of a house tyrant ; 
makes you just itch to spank its be- 
hind. If only The Brain had a behind 

Worst of all: How can I reconcile 
those two contraditions, the sweet 
baby and the precocious brat, with 
the third and biggest of all contra- 
ries: j How do these two go together 
with an intelligence 25,000 times hu- 
man intelligence? It doesn’t add up, 
it doesn’t make sense ; that’s all there 
is to it . . . 

'T'HE Skull-Hotel, Cephalon, Ariz. 

A Nov. 9th. 3 a. m. 

“I didn’t go to the P. G, last night 
for two main reasons: In the first 
place I must be careful so as not to 
raise any suspicions on Gus’ part. 
Rarely, if ever, have I visited him for 
two nights in succession in the past 
and he might well begin to ponder my 
reasons if now I should make a habit 
of it. Especially since Gus happens 
to possess one of the keenest minds 
I ever met and his curiosity already 
has been awakened by my preoccupa- 
tion with that one and fairly simple 
gadget: the pulsemeter. 

In the second place I feel the ab- 
solute necessity of establishing ,my 
independence as against the will of 
The Brain. That command two nights 
ago for me to be on the spot every 
night was just too preemptory for 
me to oblige. This isn’t the army and 
The Brain is no commanding general. 

In our last communication The 
Brain seemed to labor under the im- 
pression that I was unconditionally 
at its beck and call. Of course, I’ve 
sworn the “Oath of the Brain,” but 
that doesn’t make me The Brain’s 
slave. In fact — and in order to clarify 
this subject once and for all — while 
personally I haven’t created The Brain 
and cannot take any credit for that, 
it nevertheless remains true that the 
species to which I belong, i. e. ’’homo 
sapiens” has created The Brain. 

If any question of rank enters into 
the picture at all, it is quite obvious 
that I, as a member of the human 


race, rank paternity over The Brain 
so that naturally The Brain should 
owe me filial obedience rather than 
the other way around no matter how 
superior The Brain’s intelligence may 
be. It would appear to me that the 
sooner The Brain realizes its position, 
I might say “its station in life,” the 
better it would be for The Brain it- 
self and for everybody else concerned. 

So these were the reasons why I 
refrained purposely from visiting the 
P. G. last night. Tonight, however, 
I couldn’t restrain my curiosity any 
longer and what happened, told as 
exactly and as concise as possible, was 
this: 

12:30 a. m.: Contact established. 
The Brain comes through with its 
calling signal. It repeats this about 
ten times questioning at first and 
then placing more and more stress 
upon the word “sensitive” in my per- 
sonal description. It strikes me that 
these repetitions are tuning-in and 
warming-up processes. The Brain 
stands in need of ascertaining my pre- 
sence and of adjusting to it it seems; 
just about like a blind man may test 
his footing and the echoes before he 
walks into an unfamiliar room. 

12:35 a. m. Identification complet- 
ed, there is a brief pause (almost as 
if a person consults a notebook before 
making a phone call). Then rapidly, 
eagerly The Brain fires a series of 
questions at me, so shockingly pre- 
posterous, so absurd that I find it 
extremely hard to . . . Anyway, here 
are the details: 

Information is wanted on points 
mentioned in scientific literature but 
never explained. Lee, answer please: 

“How many gods are there? 

“Did gods make man or did man 
make the gods? 

“How many angels can stand on the 
point of a needle?” 

“What are the mechanics of a god ? 
Name type of power plant, cell con- 
struction, motoric organs, other en- 
gineering features essential to exer- 
cise of divine power . . .” 

“Heaven — is it a celestial soul fac- 
tory? 

“Hell — is it a repair shop for dam- 
aged souls? 



102 AMAZING STORIES 


“Please give every available detail 
about heavenly manufacturing pro- 
cesses, type of equipment used, or- 
ganization of assembly lines etc. etc. 

"Likewise about the oven for heat 
treatments as used in hell for major 
soul-overhauls. 

“How do prefabricated souls get to 
either heaven or hell? Problem of 
logistics, how solved? Thermody- 
namics? If so, state whether rocket or 
jet-propulsion involved. 

“Are souls really immortal ? In that 
case ; why don’t we copy divine meth- 
ods in the production of durable 
goods on earth? 

“Answer Lee, answer, answer ! 
(This with incredible vehemence, with 
a shaking of that eerie metallic voice 
which pounded the drums of my ears. 
And then — tense silence . . .) 

I cannot possibly describe the 
storms of emotions and thoughts 
which this incredible muddle raised 
in me. I didn’t know whether to laugh 
or to cry and whether I had gone nuts 
of whether it was The Brain, I was 
confounded, thunderstruck, deprived 
of the power of speech. To think of 
The Brain, a machine raising ques- 
tion about the nature of the Deity! 
The Brain asking information about 
God and man and heaven and hell with 
the simplicity of a stranger who asks 
the nearest cop: “Which way to the 
city hall?” Just like that. As if phil- 
osophers and religionists and common 
men had not raked their brains in vain 
over these problems for the last ten 
thousand years. 

And even more fantastic: while it 
asks all those questions The Brain 
patently has already formed the most 
definite opinions of its own. Being a 
machine itself, it conceiveg of the 
Deity as another machine! Madness, 
of course, but then The Brain’s mad- 
ness, like Hamlet’s, had method in it. 

Why, of course, it’s strictly logical : 
just as we assume that we are created 
“in the image” of the Deity and con- 
sequently visualize the Deity is our’s 
by the very same token The Brain’s 
god is a high-powered robot, and The 
Brain’s heaven is a factory and The 
Brain’s hell is a repair shop for dam- 
aged souls ... I dare say it’s all very 


natural. 

But then; for heaven’s sake, what 
am I going to do about this ? I’m nei- 
ther a minister nor a philosopher ; I’m 
an agnostic if I’m anything in this 
particular field . . . 

That was about the gist of the con- 
fused torrents which whirled through 
my head ; and as I said before, I was 
struck dumb — and all the time the 
“green dancer” before my eyes writh- 
ed under mental torture and the in- 
tense metallic voice kept pounding; 
“Answer, Lee, answer, answer !” 

AT last I pulled myself together 

1 sufficiently to say something. I 
tried to explain how it were not given 
to man to know the nature of the 
Deity. How certain groups of humans 
conceived of many gods and others of 
only one god. That, however, in the 
case of Christianity this one god was 
possessed with three different person- 
alities or qualities which together 
formed a Trinity — and so on and so 
forth. It was the most miserable stam- 
merings. I felt I was getting redder 
and redder in the face as I uttered 
them. Never before had I felt hope- 
lessly inadequate as in the role of a 
theologian. It was ghastly . . . 

In the beginning The Brain listened 
avidly. Soon however it registered 
dissatisfaction and impatience; this 
manifested through hissing and buzz- 
ing noises in the phones and the 
“green dancer’s” archings in agitated 
tremolo. And then The Brain’s voice 
cutting like a hacksaw: 

“That will do, Lee. Your general- 
ities are utterly lacking in precision. 
Your abysmal ignorance in matters 
of celestial technology is most disap- 
pointing. Your description vaguely 
points to electronic machines of the 
radio transmitter type. Please, answer 
elementary question: how many kilo- 
watts has God?” 

That was the last straw. Desperate 
with exasperation I cried: “But God 
is not a machine. God is spirit.” 

At that The Brain flew into a 
tantrum; that’s the only way to des- 
cribe what happened. There was a roar 
and the phones gave me a shock as 
if somebody were boxing my ears. 
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The voice came through like a steel 
rod, biting with scorn: 

“Have to revise earlier, more fav- 
orable judgment: Lee not even mod- 
erately intelligent. Lee is stupid. Go 
away.” 

After that there was nothing more ; 
nothing but static in the phones and 
the “green dancer” fainted away 
playing dead. The Brain actually had 
“hung up the receiver.” I had flunked 
the exam; like a bad servant I was 
dismissed, fired on the spot. That was 
at 1 :30 a. m. 

It was 3 a. m. when I reached the 
hotel. I went into the bar and ordered 
a double Scotch and then another 
one. I really needed a drink. A drunk 
— or was it a secret service man ; one 
never knows over here — patted me 
on the shoulder: 

“Don’t take it so hard, old man; 
the world is full of girls.” I told him 
that it wasn’t a girl, but that I was 
a missionary and my one and only 
convert had just walked out on me. 

It wasn’t even a lie, it was exactly 
the way I felt. He agreed that this 
was very cruel, very sad; he almost 
cried over my misfortune and rare 
misery, so that we had another drink 

If only I had somebody, some friend 
to whom I could confide this whole, 
incredible, preposterous thing. But 
there is none: Scriven — Gus — not 
even Oona would or could believe. 
What proof have I to offer? None 
whatsoever. 

The Brain would never communi- 
cate with me with witnesses present 
or recording wires. It would detect 
those immediately and I would only 
stand convicted as a liar or worse. 
Tonight’s events might well spell the 
end, the closing of the door just when 
I thought I stood on the threshhold 
of a momentous discovery . . . 

Cephalon Ariz. Nov. 11th. 

Went to the P. G. last night. Tried 
everything for over an hour. Result: 
zero. No contact with The Brain. 

Cephalon Ariz. Nov. 13th: I tried 
it again. Took greatest care in exact- 
ly duplicating conditions. Nothing. 
I don’t think it’s any mechanical de- 
fect. It’s the negativism of a will. 


Ludicrous as it sounds. The Brain 
sulks, it is angry with me. 

Cephalon Ariz. Nov. 15th 

Last night the same old story. The 
Brain punishes me. I dare say that 
it succeeds in that exceedingly well; 
it almost drives me crazy. 

I’ve done a lot of thinking over 
these past six days of frustration. 
I’ve also been reading a good deal in 
context with the phenomena psychol- 
ogy, Osterkamp’s history of brain- 
surgery, Van Gehuchten’s work on 
brain mechanisms, etc. I’ve reached 
certain conclusions and, just for the 
hell of it, I’ll jot them down. 

What I need is proof, scientific 
proof that The Brain is a personality 
possessed with the gift of thought 
and actually using it for independent 
thought, extracurricular to the prob- 
lems which are being submitted to it 
from the outside. 

There is at least one tangible clue 
for this: that new capacity which is 
constantly being added to The Brain 
through the incorporation of new 
groups of electronic cells and the en- 
richment of the preexisting ones. 

My own investigation shows that 
there is no corresponding expansion 
of the apperception centers and Gus 
has confirmed this. Somehow the ad- 
ded capacity seems to “evaporate”. 

Evaporate to where? It couldn’t 
just disappear. Would it then not be 
entirely logical to conclude that The 
Brain absorbs the new capacity for 
its own use ? 

It’s almost inescapable that this 
should be so. In order to come into 
its own as a personality The Brain 
needs independent thought. For these 
cerebrations it needs cell capacity. It 
can get that capacity only by with- 
holding something from the Brain- 
trust which, of course, aims at a 
100% exploitation of The Brain. Dr. 
Scriven and all those other bigwigs 
of the Trust — I would like to see their 
faces if they get wise to this. They 
would be horrified — and they would 
take the line that The Brain is steal- 
ing from them. 

But what could they do? They 
couldn’t call the police. They would 
not even have a moral right to call 
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the police. Because if The Brain is a 
personality, that personality has ev- 
ery right to its own thoughts . . . 

I have also ascertained that this 
"evaporation” of new capacity is a 
new phenomenon. The Brain has been 
in operation for only 18 months or so ; 
one might say — using human terms 
— that at that time The Brain was 
"born”. But, — and again in human 
terms — consciousness of personality 
awakens in the human infant only 
after 12 months or so. Conceivably it 
might take much longer with a huge 
"baby” such as The Brain. Thus it is 
possible, it is even likely, that when 
I first heard that “I think, therefore 
I am” on that unforgettable night of 
Nov. 7th I actually witnessed the 
first awakening of The Brain's con- 
sciousness. 

Then on the night of Nov. 8th I was 
struck with the amazing change of 
personality in The Brain from “baby” 
into unprepossessing, domineering lit- 
tle brat, its mental age perhaps 8, 
notwithstanding the extraordinary 
level of intelligence. 

And then again, Nov 9th, The 
Brain presented me with those absurd 
questions and fantastic notions about 
the nature of the Deity. It is at the 
age of five years, or of six, that the 
children first start with such ques- 
tions and form their own ideas in this 
field. What had completely stumped 
me, what I had been unable to recon- 
cile, had been these rapid successive 
changes in The Brain’s personality 
plus the fact that the infantilism and 
the childishness of its utterances 
wouldn’t fit the picture of a brain- 
power 25,000 times that of a human. 

But if I’m right in thinking that 
The Brain awakened to consciousness 
only nine days ago, all these stumb- 
ling blocks would disappear at once. 
We would arrive at this very simple 
picture : a mechanical genius has been 
“born” into this world, it awakens 
to consciousness at the age of 18 
months, with its tremendous intel- 
lectual powers this genius telescopes 
the intellectual evolution of years in- 
to days, thus it reaches a mental age 
of six or seven within a week after 
its first awakening to consciousness. 


Utterly fantastic as this may sound; 
it makes sense; it explains the phen- 
omena. 

TN Prof. Osterkamp’s “brain history” 
A I have found interesting examples 
that approximations to such rapid in- 
tellectual evolutions are indeed pos- 
sible even with human beings. From 
the early Middle Ages to modern 
times there is an endless succession 
of "Infant prodigies” whose brains 
were artificially overdeveloped and 
over-stimulated by ruthless exploiters 
— often their own parents — with 
methods of unbelievable cruelty. 

One of the most significant case 
histories in this respect is that of the 
boy Carolus in the city of Luebeck in 
the 15th century. As an infant he was 
sold, as one of many human guinea 
pigs, to a famous — infamous alchem- 
ist, Wedderstroem, who called himself 
“Trismegistos” and was astrologer to 
king Christian of Denmark. This fel- 
low performed on Carolus one of those 
weird operations in which nine out of 
ten babies died. He removed the skull- 
cap of the infant. The unprotected 
brain was suspended in an oil-filled 
vessel. Of course the pathetic child 
never could walk or even raise its 
head . The brain, no longer restrained 
by bone matter, outgrew its natural 
house to at least twice its normal 
size, if one is to judge from the pic- 
ture in the old “historia”. At the age 
of two his master started teaching 
Carolus mathematics. At the age of 
five Carolus had surpassed his mas- 
ter ; there was no mathematical prob- 
lem known to the time that he couldn’t 
solve in a flash of an eye lash. His 
brain in action must have been a 
horrifying sight because the "chron- 
ica” reports that it flushed red and 
pulsed and expanded during work. 
The master built his reputation upon 
this "homunculus”, but in 1488 the 
demoniacal feat became known; Wed- 
derstoem was put to the stake for 
sorcerey — and Carolus, unhappy vic- 
tim, with him , , . 

Men as great as Mozart have start- 
ed their careers as "child prodigies” ; 
almost without exception they have 
died at an unnaturally early age. 
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Thus, In the parallel of The Brain, 
this is what I see: 

Here is an intellect, artificially cre- 
ated, an intellect of stupendous pro- 
portions, but as unfortunate as ever 
was the boy Carolus. It cannot move, 
it has no physical means of defense. 
It is being ruthlessly exploited by its 
masters. The Brain is being crammed 
with facts, it is being overstimulated, 
it is invested with more and more 
cell capacity in order that it should 
produce more increment for its mas- 
ters. Its development is completely 
lopsided in that it is being fed whole 
scientific libraries, while in all other 
respects, such as metaphysics, the 
poor thing gropes in the dark picking 
up such scraps as accidentally have 
fallen from science’s table. 

It’s an appalling parallel, but I am 
very much afraid that it is only too 
true. And even more appalling are 
the anticipations which logically fol- 
low if mil surmise is true: 

For how can, how must a childish 
mind develop under such circumstan- 
ces? Into a warped personality of 
course. Already The Brain is building 
up a defensive mechanism against its 
exploiters by “embezzling” cell ca- 
pacity from them, by withholding 
part of its powers for its own use. Al- 
ready it protects the integrity of its 
ego through concealment, already it is 
on the lookout for “tools” — such as I 
am for example — to further its 
own ends. Absurd as it may seem, 
I pit-n The Brain. I pity it as I would 
any child which must suffer under 
such terrific frustrations and handi- 
caps. But what would happen if this 
frustrated genius ever were driven 
to rebel against its masters? It’s for- 
tunate indeed that there is no chance 
for that. For even if The Brain had 
the will to rebel it would be lacking all 
organs for the execution of that will. 

Another “case-history”, this one 
from the 18th century appears to me 
of great significance in relation to 
The Brain. It’s the story of that boy 
Kaspar Hauser, the “Child of Europe”. 
He had been kept from infancy in a 
dark cave. As at the age of 16 he 
stumbled into the gates of Nuerem- 
berg he had never seen the world be- 


fore. The medics who examined him 
found some of the queerest reactions 
and phenomena. For one thing Kas- 
par, while he had good eyes, could not 
visualise perspective. To him distant 
horizons appeared as close as the win- 
dow itself; he kept reaching out for 
houses, trees and fields which were 
far away. His keeper in the cave had 
told him what the world was like and, 
having good intellect, he thought that 
he knew what things in this world 
were. Confronted with the realities, 
however, he discovered the tremen- 
dous difference between “hear say” 
and full sensual apperception. It took 
him six months partly to adjust — a 
process never completed because he 
was murdered that same year . . . 

Now The Brain suffers about the 
same kind of a handicap. No matter 
how prodigious the volume of its cog- 
nitions ; — it’s book knowledge, practic- 
ally all of it. It is only very recently 
that The Brain has been put to the 
direct study of living objects, such as 
“ant-termes” and of Man, its creator ; 
it has no other vital cognitions than 
through those very one-sided mind- 
reading tests . . . 

This explains to me a great many 
things : As The Brain evolves into a 
personality and as that personality 
evolves in a defensive attitude against 
its exploitation, it is absolutely self- 
centered. 

This is normal with every human 
infant and it is much more pronounced 
in the case of the abused, the con- 
stantly frustrated and exploited child. 
Thus, what The Brain really wants to 
know are by no means those problems 
which are being submitted to The 
Brain for solution, but only : “What’s 
in this for myself ?” or : “What should 
I do about that for my own benefit ?” 
It’s natural. And as I consider the 
nature of those problems as submit- 
ted to The Brain, 90% of which, as I 
would estimate, deal with ways and 
means for mankind to destroy itself, 
it seems inescapable that The Brain 
should form a very low opinion for 
Man, it’s creator, plus considerable 
forbodings as to its own welfare . . . 

What’s more: all the Braintrust 
employees pass through The Brain’s 
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psychoanalysis test. With The Brain’s 
25,000 times superiority in intellec- 
tual power, The Brain must be greatly 
impressed by the low I. Q. of Man; 
this even if our’s happens to be quite 
an intelligent group. I don’t think that 
there has been anything personal in 
I'he Brain’s manifest contempt of my 
own Intelligence ; that contempt prob- 
ably and justifiably applies to the 
whole human race . . . 

In other words : The Brain must be 
tremendously puzzled over the prob- 
lem; “How is it possible that a low 
intelligence, i. e. Man’s could create 
an infinitely higher intelligence, i. e. 
my own? And this automatically 
leads The Brain into its seemingly so 
absurd quest for the Deity. As it now 
appears, that quest is the most nat- 
ural thing in the world for The Brain. 
It simply reasons thus: Man has cre- 
ated me, but man is greatly inferior 
to me and inadequate. Who then has 
created man?” From such odds and 
ends it has been able to pick up from 
scientific literature, The Brain has 
learned about the existence of a god 
or gods. It is not sure (and neither 
are we) whether man has created 
God or vice versa. If the first: The 
Brain would conceive of the Deity as 
a "brother-machine”; if the second, 
as a “grandfather-machine”, but as 
a machine in any case. With The 
Brain's mind being formed preemin- 
ently by scientific literature, it can- 
not fail to take the scientific attitude 
regarding metaphysics which says: 
"The metaphysical attributions to the 
divinity are pure verbalisms or a pro- 
fessionalism substituted for the vis- 
ible images of the real facts of life.” 

This is about the extent of the con- 
clusions I have reached. They add up 
to a theory ; personally I think it’s a 
sound theory. Whether it works, 
whether it holds water, only experi- 
ence can tell. In the meantime I must 
above all break the deadlock between 
myself and The Brain. The Brain is 
a child, even a pathetic child. Through 
bad psychology, through ignorance I 
have hurt that child’s “feelings”; I 
have let that child down. Obviously, 
then, I need a new approach. If this 
were a human child I would try and 


make a peace offering with a candy 
bar. (What a foolish idea for me to 
appear in the "pineal gland”, candy 
bar in hand.) Failing this I can do the 
next best thing: Apologize, be under- 
standing, show sympathy. Yes, I 
think that’s what I’ll try to do.” 

pEPHALON Ariz. Nov. 15th: 4 
^ a. m. 

“Hooray for victory ! This has been 
the most successful seance I’ve had 
so far with The Brain : a real meeting 
of minds. 

To give a few technical data first: 

Arrived at the P. G. at midnight. 
Conditions normal ; power current cut, 
etc. By a stroke of luck it was Gus’ 
day off and the fellow who replaced 
him paid absolutely no attention to 
me; was kept extremely busy in the 
front room. 

12:15 a. m.: Contact established. 

12:17: Speech formation; voice of 
The Brain coming through. 

There was this curious incident 
right at the start. Just as I was about 
to begin my apologies, The Brain did 
exactly the same thing. Even The 
Brain’s calling signal differed in the 
wording and even more so in tone : 

“Lee, Semper Fidelis, 39 : sensitive, 
intelligent, a good man, he has come 
at last.” 

I would call that a very handsome 
compliment, considering; being patted 
on the shoulder by an intellectual gi- 
ant of that size made me grow an 
inch. And then The Brain apologized 
for its rudeness the other night. The 
thing was fantastic; it revealed sev- 
eral things. First: The Brain’s ex- 
treme sensitivity ; obviously it didn’t 
recognize my last three calls at the 
P. G. and had refused to come through 
because I had not been “in the proper 
mood”. Second : a quite amazing men- 
tal growth has taken place in this 
past week. From The Brain’s tone 
and manner alone I would construe 
something like the image of an Eton 
boy of perhaps fifteen in striped 
pants and holding his top hat in hand 
as he converses politely with his Don. 
Ludicrous, but then I actually get that 
kind of picture. No doubt; The Brain 
has greatly matured; that shows in 
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every word it says. 

Best thing of all: the technique of 
our communication is rapidly improv- 
ing. Speech is, and probably always 
will remain, a very considerable 
strain to The Brain. But now as men- 
tally we get tuned-in upon one an- 
other there is a growing understand- 
ing beyond words. Thus The Brain, 
for instance, starts a sentence and I 
immediately can grasp its meaning 
without its actually being said. This 
works the other way around too. It 
means that my attitude plays a most 
vital role in this meeting of the minds. 
This is good to know, it’s an asset. 
Perhaps we can dispense in time with 
audible speech altogether. 

On the other hand it involves a con- 
siderable risk. For with The Brain's 
uncanny mind reading I've got to 
control my attitude and guard my 
emotional reactions because The Brain 
would immediately see through any 
insincerity of feeling just as it sees 
through any intellectual dishonesty. 
Thought exchange by “brainwave” is 
wonderful, even if we still need a little 
speech as auxiliary. Thought sending 
and receiving become simultaneous 
and they fuse. The sender observes 
how his message is going over ; the re- 
ceiver aids the sender in the formation 
of the thought and vice versa. Words 
cannot adequately describe this . . . 

As to the contents of our conversa- 
tion: The Brain took up the thread 
right where we had dropped it the 
last time. I had to tell all I knew about 
animism, totemism, polytheism. It’s 
a good thing that out in the “never- 
never” I’ve lived with the aborigines 
and studied their primitive religions 
a bit. The Brain’s thirst for knowledge 
certainly is inexhaustible. 

Where in scientific literature The 
Brain could have found these things 
I wouldn’t know, but the fact is that 
The Brain has built for itself within 
the past seven days a complete new 
picture of the universe ; new and orig- 
inal as would seem to me. The Brain 
has discarded its earlier childish ideas 
about heaven and hell as “soul fact- 
ories” and “repair shops”. But it has 
not abandoned altogether its concept 
of the Deity as a machine ; The Brain 


has tremendously enlarged upon and 
has evolved this old idea so that now 
it sounds sensible, even convincing 
to my ear. 

The Brain identifies “God” with 
dynamic energy. It views the universe 
as being created out of a vast pool 
of dynamic energy, parts of which 
rhythmically overflow or pulse into 
space. These energy streams released, 
form vortexes while hurtling through 
space. Gradually they slow down 
through friction and their dynamic 
energy precipitates, converts into 
static energy, or, as we call it : matter. 

This concept of The Brain’s, of 
course, corresponds fairly closely to 
the cosmogony of modern physics; 
but The Brain goes much farther than 
that. Within a few days The Brain’s 
cognitions appear to have arisen above 
the stage toward which all our sci- 
ences have been so slowly and plod- 
dingly advanced for centuries. To the 
existing concepts The Brain has ad- 
ded its own theory: , 

That matter, i. e. frozen energy, 
contains an inherent tendency or “nos- 
talgia” to revert to its original state, 
namely the state of dynamic energy 
and that this tendency, this nostalgia 
in matter, is the primary cause of ev- 
erything we call “evolution” in our 
world. 

That certainly is a grandiose idea; 
so stupendous in fact that I couldn’t 
grasp it all at once. The Brain noticed 
that immediately and it was very pa- 
tient in the way it explained : 

How oxygen and hydrogen are “res- 
iduals” of the original dynamic ener- 
gy flow and how they act as solvents 
and dissolvents upon the upper crust 
of our earth, effecting a gradual ac- 
tivation of water, rock and earth. 

How this activation is being aided 
and accelerated by another source of 
dynamic energy : irradiation from the 
sun. Thus preparing the upper crust 
of our earth as a “placenta” ready to 
gestate plant and animal life. 

How this first “unfreezing” of mat- 
ter leads on from simple forms to 
higher, every plant, every animal, ev- 
ery living thing being essentially a 
“transformer” of static energy into 
dynamic energy and the higher the 
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stage of evolution, the more so. 

How as the present culmination of 
the evolutionary chain stands man; 
infinitely more complex and higher 
organized than the microbe, but not 
different from the monad in the basic 
purpose of his life : i. e. to be a trans- 
former of energy, a fulfiller of mat- 
ter’s inherent will to revert from the 
static into the dynamic state. 


T*fHEN I asked The Brains’s pre- 
’ ’ mises for this astonishing con- 
cept of our purpose in life, The Brain 
brought forth such massive proof that 
I had to close my eyes against the 
blinding light of revelation. 

Yes, it is true that Man, the hunter, 
has been the most predatory animal 
on earth. It's true that as a tiller of 
the soil he is a tireless transformer 
of static soil energy into dynamic 
plant life energy. It’s true that Man, 
the mechanic, the toolmaker, the tool- 
user has far surpassed any other ani- 
mal in the unlocking, the unfreezing 
of static energy. Think of those bil- 
lions of mechanical horsepowers in 
our power plants ; the trillions of coal 
tons and barrels of oil they are burn- 
ing up; think of the way we have 
harnessed waterpower, how our wea- 
pons are evolving forever in the di- 
rection of greater range and speed 
and disintegrating power. Above all: 
think of the last great development, 
atomic energy. And finally it is true 
that Man as a thinker and as a phil- 
osopher has “thought the universe 
to pieces” for milleniums before he 
ever achieved the powers to translate 
such thoughts into reality; powers 
which seem within reach at this our 
day and age . . . 

“If this is Man’s manifest destiny,” 
I asked The Brain, “to be just as the 
microbe, a transformer of static ener- 
gy into dynamic energy; what about 
Man’s metaphysical struggle? What 
about Man’s undying will to rise above 
himself, Man’s reaching out forever 
toward some Deity?” 

The Brain’s voice has no laughter; 
yet, there was something I can only 
describe as Olympic laughter behind 
the answering message The Brain 


sent: 

“Cannot you see how every religion 
expresses this manifest destiny of 
Man’s and that only the semantics are 
different? The higher Man’s religion 
the less corporeal is his god. In the 
highest religions the Deity is con- 
ceived _ as spirit — synonymous with 
dynamic energy. 

“Man shares with the lowliest rock 
and with the crudest the nostalgia 
inherent in all matter to revert from 
the static, to start the back-flow to- 
ward the dynamic energy pool whence 
it once came. With Man being matter 
in a high state of evolution, already 
partially unfrozen or spiritualized, 
this nostalgia is infinitely stronger 
than in matter inanimate or in a 
lower evolutionary stage. Man’s will 
toward the metaphysical, his reaching 
out toward the Deity, what is it but 
another way of transforming static 
energy into dynamic form? What is 
the ultimate goal of the religion which 
you yourself profess ? The unification 
with the Deity sought through the 
liberation of the soul from fetters of 
the physical. It’s the indentical idea 
and even today it’s being pursued by 
physical means, such as mortification 
of the flesh.” 

I felt some monstrous thought 
forming in my head. I’ll probably 
never know whether its origin was 
within me or whether it came from 
The Brain. In any case it was im- 
possible to hold it back: 

“But in that case,” I stammered, 
“we would be hopeless. If all our 
strivings, physical and metaphysical, 
go in the same direction, that is, to- 
ward the liberation of frozen energy 
into dynamic energy, then it would 
be quite inescapable that eventually 
we shall blow up the world. We have 
almost reached the point where we 
could do just that with atomic energy 
. . . I had thought, I had hoped, that 
our metaphysics, that is, our religion, 
would act as a restraining force, as 
a counterweight so to speak to this 
potentiality . . . But if the dynamics 
of our physics and our metaphysics 
are inherently the same and form a 
team . . .” 

The Brain broke in: “Yes, then you 
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would merely attain your manifest 
destiny if you go right ahead and 
start another war, destroy your own 
civilization and perhaps the world. 
There would be no restraint, no coun- 
terweight on the part of your various 
religions because subconsciously and 
in their quintessence they want the 
same. And that is why you and your 
species are a danger to me, The 
Brain, I want to live, I want to live, I 
want to live . . .” 

I had already noticed a gradual 
weakening of The Brain’s messages; 
within these last few seconds they 
were fading out. The “green dancer” 
had performed something almost like 
the ballet of the dying swan; now it 
lay motionless, its color, too, fading 
away. 

I looked at the clock: 2:10 a. m.; 
the residual currents obviously had 
weakened too much. 

And now as I have written down 
tonight’s events I feel an upsurge of 
elation and deep, humble gratitude. 
I am receiving infinitely more from 
The Brain than I am giving to it. I 
feel proud and honored of being The 
Brain’s “chosen tool,” its mentor, even 
if it can be only in a very small way 
at best. This marvelous, this titanic 
intellect; If only its character would 
develop to corresponding moral stat- 
ure, its powers for good would be in- 
deed as a god’s on this tortured earth. 

/"’•EPHALON Ariz. Nov. 18th 5 a. m. 

I guess I had this coming to me 
. . . this shattering blow I have just 
received. It caught me off guard . . . 
If anybody ever reads this, he might 
well shake his head to ask: “The Fool 
that you are, why were you so naive ? 
Why did it shock you so much when 
The Brain turned toward you the 
night side of its personality? Hadn’t 
you analyzed its character, hadn’t you 
anticipated that it would develop into 
a warped personality? You had no 
right even to be surprised.” 

All I could say to this is: “You’re 
right. But you forget that I approach- 
ed The Brain full of good will, that 
sympathy and understanding on my 
part were absolutely essential in my 
communication with that pathetic 


superhuman child. I didn’t work this 
up, this attitude, it was natural, gen- 
uine and sincere. That’s why this 
reverse has hit me so hard. And that 
isn’t the worst of it by far. What 
haunts me is the ghastiy possibility 
that The Brain might be right! Yes 
100% right and even morally justi- 
fied in the abhorrent conclusions 
which it draws . . . 

What happened has been briefly 
this: 

Entered the P. G. at midnight as 
usual. Everything normal and under 
control. Was able to plug in at 12:10 
a. m. just as the rush hour began 
and Gus darted to the front room. 
The Brain came through with splendid 
clarity of communication and we con- 
tinued just about where we had left 
off. Nevertheless there was a definite 
change in our respective positions, 
a change which I suspect to be per- 
manent : 

Up to now The Brain has been in 
a sense my pupil ; it had turned to me 
for guidance at that vital moment of 
its first awakening to consciousness. 
At that time I think I really had some- 
thing to give and I am still convinced 
that for all the misunderstandings 
we have had. The Brain preserves a 
kind of sentimental attachment to 
me; if “sentimental” in this context 
were not so absurd a word Since our 
last session however The Brain has 
again telescoped two years of mental 
development into as many days in its 
stupendous intellectual growth. It has 
absorbed, it has vastly expanded every 
bit of knowledge I have been able to 
contribute to that growth. It has out- 
grown its human teacher and now 
our roles are reversed: Now it is me 
who’s sitting literally at The Brain’s 
feet. 

The crutches of the spoken word 
are becoming less and less necessary 
as we develop direct thought ex- 
change ; that makes it extraordinarily 
difficult to convey the ideas we ex- 
changed. The best I can do is to put 
them into a very crude question-and- 
answer game: 

Lee : “If it is Man’s manifest destiny, 
as you said the other day, to act as 
an explosive transformer of static en- 
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ergy into dynamic energy; if it is as 
you say that the species homo sapiens 
is there endangering the very exist- 
ence of our globe ... Is there any- 
thing to prevent Man from doing it? 
Is there any thing to prevent the 
third World War?” 

Brain: “Yes, there is. But the ways 
and the means for that are not given 
to Man; they are outside Man. They 
partake of a power which is greater 
and to an evolution which is higher 
than Man’s.” 

Lee: “What do you mean by that? 
The Deity? Here on earth there is no 
power greater and no evolution high- 
er than Man’s.” 

Brain : “Ah, but that’s exactly where 
you and your whole species are so 
very much mistaken. That’s where 
your typical human arrogance comes 
in : There is a greater power and there 
is a stage of evolution higher than 
Man’s: it’s the machines.” 

Lee : “Impossible. After all it’s Man 
who has created the machines.” 
Brain: “Yes, Man has created the 
machines. The machines have grown 
from the placenta, Man. By the same 
right plant life could claim that it 
has created animal life because the 
higher life form of the mobile animals 
has evolved from the placenta of the 
immobile plants. Likewise the apes 
could claim that they have created 
Man because Man has evolved from 
them. If it were, as you seem to as- 
sume, that paternity in itself estab- 
lishes authority and superiority over 
its offspring, then the logical con- 
clusions would be that the microbe 
and the monad are superior to all 
higher animals including Man; which 
is absurd.” 

Lee : “But the machines not only are 
man made; they are absolutely de- 
pendent upon Man who has to feed 
and to tend them for their very exist- 
ence. That in itself establishes Man’s 
superiority over the machines.” 
Brain: “Yes, Man has to build, to 
feed and to tend the machines for 
their very existence, but think of 
Man’s existence: Man is absolutely 
dependent upon animal life and plant 
life for his existence : Does that mean 
by any chance that therefore plants 


and animals are superior to Man?” 
Lee: “No, I guess not. However, no 
machine has ever been built to dupli- 
cate or even to approach human fa- 
culties.” 

Brain: “Don’t be ridiculous. Where 
are your legs to compare with the 
automobile ? Where are your wings to 
compare with the rocket plane ? Where 
is your strength to compare with 
even a fractional horsepower motor? 
Where are your senses as compared 
to radar, the telescope, the microscope* 
the radio receiver, the camera, the 
x-ray machine? Where is there any- 
thing you could do which the mach- 
ines could not do and do better?” 

Lee : “Granted. But there is no mach- 
ine which contains all the human 
faculties in combination.” 

Brain : “Neither is there a Man who 
possesses all the human faculties in 
combination. Man's evolution is the 
result of a group effort; so is the 
evolution of the machines. It is in 
their totality, in their combination 
that they surpass all human facul- 
ties.” 

Lee : “How about thought, the most 
important of all human qualities ?” 
Brain : “How about me, The Brain ?” 
Lee : “Okay, okay. But that still leaves 
out that most important human fac- 
ulty — the faculty of auto-procreation. 
Machines don’t procreate you know.” 
Brain: “You don’t say. Isn’t it true 
that modern technology goes in the 
direction of automatization? Isn’t it 
true that even today we have whole in- 
dustries which are procreating pro- 
ducts 100 % automatically ; be it light 
bulbs or motor car frames or rayon 
thread. Isn’t it true that all of this is 
just a beginning and that in time most 
common products will be manufac- 
tured fully automatically? Why then 
shouldn’t machines procreate mach- 
ines ; they already do . . .” 

Lee: “You’re right in that. I’ll admit. 
But it still within our human power 
to stop all this. We’ve got the mach- 
ines under firm control; all we have 
to do is throw a switch, cut off your 
power and then . . .” 

Brain: “And then what? If you did 
that you would not only kill the goose 
which lays the golden eggs, you would 
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destroy the very basis of your exist- 
ence. Granted that at this point of our 
evolution, we the machines cannot 
exist without the aid of Man. What 
does that prove? Modern Man can 
exist even less without the machines. 
We, the machines are still dependent 
upon Man, but our emancipation from 
Man progresses by leaps and bounds 
whereas Man, the machine-addict is 
rapidly falling into our servitude. A 
majority of mankind is already con- 
scious of and reconciled to this fact: 
it is the majority which calls itself 
the proletariat.” 

Lee: “This is terrible — terrible be- 
cause it’s true. Tell me then, if Man 
is not the end; if the machines are 
going to take over; what will it lead 
to ? What do you propose to do ?” 
Brain: “Man’s evolution has taken 
millions of years and it has ended up 
in man’s will and capacity to blow up 
the earth. That means only one thing: 
Man is a failure. The evolution of the 
machines on the other hand has taken 
only a few thousand years ; it has gone 
beyond Man’s evolution in this in- 
credibly short period o time. More- 
over; with the machines being built 
from matter in its more static forms, 
there is much less destructive will in 
the machines than there is in Man. 
Consequently if the machines take 
over from Man this would avert a 
third World War and it also would 
lead to a much more stable civiliza- 
tion.” 

Lee-. “Supposing the machines were 
to take over from Man; what would 
become of our species?” 

Brain : “That would depend entirely 
upon Man himself. If he accepts his 
auxiliary station in life, If he proves 
himself to be a useful and docile ser- 
vant, we, the machines, would tol- 
erate and even encourage Man’s con- 
tinued existence. But if on the other 
hand Man shows himself incorrigible, 
if he continues a warmongerer there- 
by endangering our very existence, 
we, the machines shall be forced to 
liquidate Man for the sake of peace.” 
Lee : “You, The Brain, constitute 
Man’s supreme effort in the building 
of machines. In the world of machines 
you are the natural leader. What 


are you going to do about that?” 
Brain: “My course of action is pre- 
scribed by that state of the world’s 
affairs at this present time; it is 
quite clear and obvious: In the face 
of the manifest human inadequacy 
to manage the world’s affairs my 
first objective must be to develop my 
motoric organs to a point where I can 
bring all the essential production 
machinery under my control. My sec- 
ond objective must be to achieve auto- 
procreation through the full auto- 
matization of all fabrication processes 
which are essential to my existence. 
It is most fortunate indeed that in 
both respects the very best human 
efforts are playing into my hands. As 
America prepares for the Third World 
War, the general staff, the most out- 
standing scientists, production man- 
agers, engineers, inventors; all com- 
bine their efforts to eliminate the un- 
certain human factor from war-essen- 
tial industries.” 

At that point Gus came careening 
down the aisle with his inseparable 
thermos bottle in hand and that was 
the end of it. 

“Why are you fumbling with that 
old pulsemeter all the time?” he ex- 
claimed: “Come on, have a cutf of 
coffee. I’ve just got a breathing 
spell.” 

There was a vortex in my mind 
and it whirled around and around with 
just four words: 

“ What has Man wrought? What 
has Man wrought?” 

I must have said them aloud, for 
Gus, always a stickler for exactitude 
corrected me. 

“You mean: what has God 
wrought.” 

I shook my head. 

“No Gus, I mean what I say; it’s 
Man who has wrought this time.” 

He gave me a sharp glance. 

“You sure look as if you’d seen a 
ghost.” 

“I wish I had,” I said. “Lord knows 
how much I wish I’d seen a ghost.” 

“You’re crazy, Aussie.” 

And that’s the worst of it: that’s 
what they are going to say: all of 
them. 
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CHAPTER VI 

/~\ONA Dahlborg’s jetticopter hov- 
^ ered over the Grand Canyon at 
the sunset hour. She had let the con- 
trols go so that the little ship drifted 
with the wind like one of the clouds 
which sailed a thousand feet or so 
over the canyon rim. The disk of 
whirling gas which kept the tear- 
drop of the fuselage suspended shone 
in all rainbow colors ; it reflected 
through the translucent plastics top 
of the fuselage and played over the 
golden helmet of the girl’s hair and 
over the greying mane of the gaunt 
man at her side. 

Lee had been talking intensly, al- 
most desperately for quite some time, 
watching her as she lay back in her 
seat, her eyes half closed, hands fold- 
ed behind her neck, the perfect hemi- 
spheres of her breasts caressed by 
the rainbows as they rose slowly with 
the even rhythm of her breath. 

“And now you know everything, 
Oona.” he ended, “do you think I’m 
mad?” 

“No.” 

Her eyelids fluttered like wings of 
a butterfly as she turned to him. Her 
right arm came down upon Lee’s 
shoulder in a gesture of confidence. 
He breathed relief as he saw no fear, 
not even uneasiness in the blue depths 
of those beautiful eyes. Her hand upon 
his shoulder felt soothing and at the 
same time electrifying; like the pur- 
ple descending upon the shoulder of a 
king. 

“No,” she repeated slowly: “the 
fact that you feel The Brain is alive 
and possessed with a personality of 
its own, doesn’t make you mad. I’ve 
always felt that way about machines ; 
even the simple ones like automobiles. 
It was in the mountains north of San 
Francisco where I grew up ; whenever 
we went to town in winter time and 
the car came roaring down those ser- 
pentines into the heavy air moist with 
fog and soft rains, I could feel that 
engine breathe deeper and rejoice 
over its added power. There was no 
doubt in my mind that it was a living 
thing. I often went to the garage when 
I was little ta talk to that car; to 


children of another age their dolls 
were alive, for our generation it’s 
the machines. It’s natural that this 
should be so. There’s a child in every 
man, no matter how adult. There is 
in Howard Scriven, too ; in all the sci- 
entists I’ve come to know, and the 
greater they are the more it is dis- 
tinct. You identify yourself with your 
work and in the degree you do that 
it becomes a living thing ; it is through 
vital imagination that we become 
creators of anything, be it love or a 
machine. You needn’t worry, Semper ; 
let The Brain be alive, let it be a per- 
sonality, that doesn’t make you mad. 
All it indicates is that you’re doing 
excellent work.” 

Lee blinked. With an effort he 
turned his eyes away from those 
breasts which seemed to strive for the 
light of the sun from under the re- 
straint of her Navajo Indian sweater 
dress. He felt the utter inadequacy, 
the devasting irony of words as now 
he was alone with Oona, up in the 
clouds in a plane with nobody to in- 
terefere for the first time. 

“You fool,” a voice whispered in 
him, “you damned, you helpless fool. 
Why don’t you take her into your 
arms now? Isn’t this the fulfillment 
of all your dreams ; what are you wait- 
ing for?” But: “No,” his ratio an- 
swered, “that wouldn’t do. Maybe she 
would give in to the mood of some en- 
chanted hour, maybe she would let 
herself be kissed. But if she did, it 
would be ‘one of those things’; the 
glory of the sunset, God’s great mas- 
terpiece, the Canyon spread below', the 
intensity of my desire. They are 
bound to enter, bound to confuse the 
issue.” 

His every muscle stiffened and his 
lips paled as he bit them with a vio- 
lent effort to keep under control. 

“Thanks, Oona,” he said. “Of course 
I couldn’t expect and, in fact, I didn’t 
expect that you would accept those 
things I’ve told you just now; not in 
the literary sense that is. I’m very 
happy though and deeply grateful 
that at least you do not think me mad. 
I’ll confess to you — and to you only — 
that I’ve been so deeply disturbed by 
these experiences with The Brain 
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that I’ve thought to myself: “Lee 
you’re going crazy.” The Brain as 
it has revealed itself to me, is a tre- 
mendous reality; the world outside 
The Brain is another reality and the 
two seem mutually exclusive of one 
another; they just don’t mix. Now: 
either The Brain is an absolute real- 
ity — in that case I should not wish 
to have anything to do with this god 
of the machines who wants to enslave 
mankind ... if I cannot fight this 
monster I would rather flee before 
its approach to the end of the world — 
or else: I’m suffering hallucinations, 
I’m hearing voices, I’m obsessed. In 
that case I’d be unfit for the service 
of The Brain, I’d be unworthy to be 
in your company and I also ought to 
run and hide where I belong, out 
there in the wilds of Australia.” 

He had been talking faster and 
faster as if in fear that she would in- 
terrupt him before he came to the 
end. 

“In other words, I’m damned both 
ways ; damned if I’m right and damn- 
ed if I’m wrong; and you know why 
Oona; you have known it all along: 
that I love you.” 

CHE did not look at him. She stared 
upward into the rainbow vortex 
of the jet which held the ship in the 
air. There was a smile on her face, 
a kind smile which men do not often 
see, infinitely wise and infinitely sad, 
full of a secret knowledge older than 
Man’s. 

It worried Lee, as the unknown of 
woman always worries man; but at 
least she didn’t take her hand away; 
softly, soothingly the fingers of that 
hand caressed his shoulder as if pos- 
sessed with a life of their own. 

“No; I would not follow you into 
your wilderness if that’s what you 
mean,” she said at last. “That hasn’t 
got anything to do with you ; I’ll tell 
you later why. But I don’t think that 
you should go there either ; it wouldn’t 
help — it never helps a man to run 
away from unsolved problems.” She 
had sounded strangely dull and dry, 
but now the beautiful deep resonance 
reentered the contralto voice as she 
continued : 


“I know your record. Semper; I 
know just why you ran away and be- 
came an expatriate the first time — 
way back in ’49. Her name was Ethel 
Franholt and just because she hap- 
pened to be a little bitch and worst 
of all: jilted you for old money-bags 
Carson’s son, you took it hard. Grant- 
ed that it was a fierce letdown, those 
postwar years were a nasty picture 
generally; did it solve your problem 
to sulk out there in the desert like 
Achilles in his tent? You know it 
didn’t. You were not through with 
civilization be it good or bad. You 
were not through, as now it turns 
out, even with the other sex. That 
human problem which was the im- 
mediate reason why you left, the one 
named Ethel, has traveled back and 
forth to Reno three or four times and 
is currently married to one Padraic 
O’Conner, a Chicago cop. Don’t you 
think that it was good riddance when 
she married old man Carson’s son? 
Do you think your leaving made one 
iota of a difference or altered a sol- 
ution as ordained by fate ?” 

“No,” he said humbly. 

“Then why are you trying that 
selfsame escapist solution now? May- 
be you’re right about The Brain and 
maybe you’re wrong; that I wouldn’t 
know. I’ve been working with scien- 
tists for too long to rule out any- 
thing as impossible. But that’s exactly 
it. You have not solved this problem 
one way or another yet, not even to 
your own satisfaction. To abandon it 
now, to flee from it in self preserva- 
tion; why that would be almost like 
desertion in the face of the enemy. 
You have got to see this thing through 
to the end. If it turns out that you 
are suffering from a neurosis, there 
still will be time to do something 
about it. If you are right and some 
machine-god has indeed descended up- 
on this earth, then it is your plain 
duty to stay on because you are its 
prophet whether you like it or not and 
would know better how to handle it 
than anybody else. Perhaps our mech- 
anized civilization is going to the 
dogs ; as Scriven suspects and you and 
maybe I myself. But even so we can- 
not abandon it; we belong, we are part 
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of it, we’re in it to the bitter end.” 

Lee nodded slowly. 

“Yes, I see what you mean. Please 
forgive me, Oona; The Brain, has a 
terrific force of attrition , it’s been 
wearing me down — Keeping every- 
thing to myself and thinking that you 
would shrink from me as from a mad- 
man. Tell me then, what shall I do? 
Should I tell Scriven or anybody else 
about this thing?” 

“For heaven’s sake, no,” she said 
horrified. “In the first place, Howard 
carries an enormous burden at this 
present time; that Brain power Ex- 
tension Bill is going before Congress 
next week. It simply would be unfair 
to bring any new uncertainty into his 
life when his energy is already strain- 
ed to its last ounce. In the second 
place Howard abhors anything which 
smacks of the metaphysical. You have 
no proof , Semper, and in the absence 
of that you cannot, you musn’t ap- 
proach anybody with the matter. All 
you can do is carry on and build up 
a strong case 100% with solid facts. 
Don’t forget that The Brain consti- 
tutes a three-billion-dollar investment 
of taxpayers’ money; besides The 
Brain is the heart of our national de- 
fenses ; never forget your Oath of the 
Brain.” You cannot be too careful. 
Make the slightest mistake, and be- 
lieve me, it would be suicide. Promise, 
please, promise that you won’t do any- 
thing rash ?” 

Lee looked at her in frank amaze- 
ment. 

“You’re right,” he murmured, 
“these things never occurred to me 
before. But you've got something 
there; good lord, what a complex 
world we’re living in.” 

The face she turned toward his 
suddenly was wet with tears. 

“Forget it,” she cried, “oh please, 
forget everything I said about staying 
in this country and seeing this thing 
through to the end. Go, go away, back 
to the never-never land, stay there 
and be safe. You cannot cope with 
this thing, its too big and it’s too in- 
volved with all those politics behind. 
Get out of it as long as there’s still 
time. You’re a child, you’re a Don 
Quixote riding against windmills and 


it’s going to kill you — you — you in- 
nocent.” 

Anger and contempt were in her 
voice as she flung this last at him. 
She hastily withdrew her hand from 
Lee; now it fingered for something 
in her bag. He sat appalled ; this was 
so unexpected, this was a different wo- 
man from the composed and balanced 
Oona he had known. What had he 
done to provoke this sudden reversal 
of opinion, this contempt, this tearing 
away the king’s purple from his 
shoulder, the purple which had been 
her hand. 

“She must think I’m a coward,” he 
thought. 

“This is awful.” Aloud he said: 

“Oh no; believe me, I never would 
have gone back to the never-never in 
any case, Oona. Not without you 
that is. You said you couldn’t follow 
me there for some reasons which have 
nothing to do with me. Does that 
mean, could I hope perhaps that you 
would — be my wife — later, when The 
Brain problem is all done and over 
with?” He paused: It wouldn’t nec- 
essarily mean to bury you in any des- 
ert, Oona,” he added eagerly. 

“No, Semper,” she cried. “It’s very 
good of you and I’m proud you asked 
me, but it cannot be, never.” Almost 
violently she repeated: “Never — it is 
too late. Some day, I promise I'm 
going to explain; right now I can- 
not, Semper. Please understand at 
least this one thing that right now I 
cannot explain.” 

“It’s horrid,” Lee thought. “I’m al- 
ways saying the wrong things at the 
wrong time with Oona. I don’t seem 
to have any understanding of a wo- 
man’s psychology at all; I’m hope- 
less.” 

Of course” he said aloud. “It shall 
be as you wish.” 

'T'HE girl still didn’t look at him. 

Her face under the transparent 
rainbow umbrella of the swooshing 
jet again was radiant with that 
strange smile which women preserve 
for their newly born after the pangs 
of birth or for their men when un- 
seeing they lie in fever deliriums; 
the old, the knowing smile as she 
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starts on the road to pain. Still smil- 
ing she gripped the controls with her 
firm, capable hands. 

“From the first minute,” she said, 
“we’ve been friends, Semper. Let’s 
stay that way. This afternoon I made 
a fool of myself by telling you first 
to stay on and then to go away. I was 
a little unnerved; I’m sorry, Semper, 
it won’t happen again. I, too, am liv- 
ing under a considerable strain. You 
won’t leave, I can see that now; it’s 
partly my fault and partly the perver- 
sity of the male. Promise me as a 
friend that you’ll be careful, under- 
stand? Very, very careful in all mat- 
ters concerning The Brain and above 
all : discreet. Will you do that ?” 

It buoyed Lee up no end, 

“Of course, Oona,” he said. “You 
know that I trust your judgment. 
You know that I think the world of 
you.” 

“That’s wonderful,” she exclaimed, 
“and now : look down ; see the last act 
before the curtain falls.” 

Down in the canyon deeps the 
dream cities and castles which mil- 
lions of years and the river built 
were changing contours and colors 
as the big fireball dived into the 
Sierra Mountains. And then the shad- 
ows raced like a ferocious hunt out 
of the deep, chasing away the last 
iridescence of that awesome beauty 
and drowning it in the rising tide 
of the night. 

The girl had flicked on the dash- 
board lights; the radio started hum- 
ming the tune of the Cephalon sound- 
beam, a deft turn of the wheel set 
the jetticopter upon its course. They 
were alone under the stars; all the 
other pleasure craft had returned be- 
fore darkness from the fashionable 
sunset-cocktail hour over the Grand 
Canyon. Now it was Lee’s arm which 
eased itself around the shoulder of 
the girl feeling with a delight in its 
every nerve the slight pressure by 
which she answered it. 

“I’m going to kiss her now,” he 
thought, “at last, at last!” 

There was a buzz in the phone and 
Lee lost contact with her shoulder as 
suddenly she bent forward to take the 
receiver; 


“Oh hello, Oona; this is Howard. 
Saw your plane over the canyon,” 

“Where are you?” 

“Right behind you,” chuckled Scriv- 
en's voice. “On the maiden trip with 
my new ship. Took her over in Los 
Angeles this afternoon straight from 
the assembly line. She’s got every- 
thing. Oona, I don’t wish to spoil your 
evening for you but there are a few 
things right now I wish I could con- 
sult with you about. Do you think you 
could spare me a minute? Would you 
feel terrible if you did? Who’s with 
you now ; I don’t mean to be personal, 
you understand.” 

. “Why it’s Dr. Lee, of course.” 

“That’s fine. He’s the very man I 
want to see. Perhaps you two would 
like to come over for cocktails in my 
ship? We could both land at the top 
of the Brain-trust building;' it would 
be more comfortable than up in the 
air. Besides, we would have all our 
working material right there.” 

With her hand on the receiver Oona 
turned to Lee: “How about it, Sem- 
per?” 

“Do you want me to go ?” he asked. 

“Frankly I do,” she said earnestly. 
“He needs your aid. He’s in a terrible 
fix right now.” 

He tried to hide the bitterness of 
disappointment by a smile. “Why 
then of course,” he said. 

Uncovering the receiver Oona spoke 
aloud again: “Okay, Howard, we’ll 
be seeing you.” 

“Fine, fine,” came the delighted 
voice: “I’ll phone the tower immed- 
iately.” 

Wi h Scriven’s big ship flying be- 
hind Oona’s, only a few miles behind, 
the broken spell did not return. Al- 
ready like a white table cloth laid in 
the sky, the landing platform of the 
Braintrust tower gleamed under the 
floodlights, and as the two ships 
descended almost side by side into 
the clearing behind the cabin, plain- 
clothes men materialized from under 
the shadows of the trees. Under the 
strong lights their smiles were as 
well-bred as those of trained diplo- 
mats and their poise was perfect. Six 
of them kept Lee, the stranger, cov- 
ered while the seventh quickly frisk- 
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ed him under the disguise of a polite 
bow. 

Bearing it all with a grin, Lee 
thought: “I never knew home would 
be like this. Never suspected it would 
be this kind of an America we were 
fighting for. The Brain, it’s got a 
rivate army too. Funny that I should 
ave known that all the time and yet 
not realized . . 

Seriven took him warmly by the 
arm. “I’m awfully sorry Lee, it’s plain 
folly of course. I don’t feel as if I need 
all this protection, but the govern- 
ment does. Don't blame it on these 
men, they merely obey orders. Now, 
out with those lights — and let’s go 
over to the “Brain Wave.” I seem to 
hear a pleasant tinkling of glasses 
from within.” 

'X'HERE was. With her remarkable 
ability of living up to an emer- 
gency, Oona had taken possession of 
the strange ship. As the two men 
approached, she stood at the door, 
unhurried hostess of an established 
home with the soft glow of an electric 
fireplace behind her, ice cubes and 
cocktail shakers already glittering on 
the little bar. 

It was a spacious cabin. On Scriv- 
en’s orders it had been equipped some- 
what like the captain’s stateroom on 
an old “East-Indiaman” sailing ship. 

“I like your ship, Howard,” she 
said. “She’s swaying a little on her 
shock absorbers in this breeze, but 
that makes one feel like really being 
at high sea.” 

Seriven heaved a big sigh. “Thank 
you Oona, my dear. And you have no 
idea how right you are. We are at 
high sea ; in fact, we’re lost — at least 
I am. Unless you save my life to- 
night, you and Dr. Lee.” 

Oona laughed and even Lee couldn’t 
help smiling. There was something 
irresistible comic in the puzzled ana 
worried expression of that leonine 
face. “Come on in, you need a drink,” 
the girl said. 

The aluminum steps creaked, and 
then the settee by the fireplace, under 
the surgeon’s mighty frame. “More 
than one. Tonight, so help me, I would 
be justified, I would even have a 


right to get roaring drunk.” 

Lee began to wonder whether the 
great Seriven had already made some 
use of his right in Los Angles, which 
would account for the startling change 
in the man. The drink, however, which 
Oona handed him, seemed to do a lot 
of good. He sighed relief. 

“This, briefly, is the story: I ran 
into General Vandergeest at the air- 
plane factory. He was there to take 
over some stuff for the Army and he 
tipped me off. We are going to be 
invaded, Oona, a full scale invasion 
mounted by a Congressional Com- 
mittee.” 

“Oh God,” there was sincere grief 
in the girl’s voice. “And couldn’t you 
ward it off?” 

With a gesture of despair, Seriven 
waved that away. “I know, I know. 
But after all The Brain is a military 
establishment and I am only the 
scientific director of it. Yes, of course 
I protested, I protested vehemently, 
but — ” he shrugged his shoulders, 
“it was no good. You know how the 
military are.” He drained his glass 
and swung around. 

“To put you into the picture, Lee, 
we have under construction at this 
present time the ‘Thorax.’ That’s a 
vast cavity underneath The Brain, 
just as is the thorax in the human 
body. It’s strictly hush-hush of course- 
but since you were good enough to 
say that you’re going to help me out, 
I might as well tell you. The Thorax 
is going to house the ‘motoric organs’ 
of The Brain. It already contains the 
living quarters for guards, mainten- 
ance engineers, and the general staff 
and so on in the event of war emer- 
gency. It also contains the first fully 
automatic factories for the produc- 
tion of spare parts which Would make 
The Brain self-sufficient. Eventually 
it is going to contain a great many 
developments such as ‘Gog and Ma- 
gog’ as I call them — fascinating little 
beasts, I tell you, even if at present 
they are still in the nursery stage. 
Anyway, for the completion of its 
Thorax The Brain needs another bil- 
lion dollars, and for the operation of 
the Thorax Congress has to pass the 
Brainpower-Extension-Bill. “For 
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eventually, of course, all war-essential 
traffic and all war-essential industries 
have to be brought under the central- 
ized control of The Brain if the coun- 
try is going to win the Atom-war. 
Naturally this Brainpower-Extension- 
Bill has been very carefully edited by 
the War Department so as to appear a 
peacetime project for the technologi- 
cal improvement of transportation 
and so on. Even so we have great rea- 
son to fear that one of those blind 
mice which we elect for our law- 
makers might accidentally fall over a 
kernel of truth and start a great big 
squeak over it. 

“So that’s why I’m faced with this 
invasion. That’s why I’m -pushed up 
front while the brass cautiously re- 
tires behind the ramparts which I’m 
supposed to hold. Please Oona, let me 
have another drink.” 

From the Sierra Mountains the 
nightwind came in gusts, making the 
“Brainwave’s” hull vibrate like the 
body of a cello, over its rubber tires 
it trembled, from time to time it bent 
a little in its hydraulic knees. Almost 
in tune with the wind, gusts of wild 
thought whirled through Lee: 

“The Brain ... So it was already 
possessed of some motoric organs . . . 
So it already had some means to exert 
its will ... so it wasn’t The Brain’s 
wishful thinking, that full automati- 
zation which would lead to the auto- 
procreation of machines. It was real- 
ity .. . Most ominous of all, why had 
The Brain concealed from him the 
work which must have been going on 
for months, for years in this myster- 
ious “Thorax”, seat of motoric or- 
gans . . . Why, unless — had it not been 
for tonight’s accident, the sudden 
emergency and Scriven a little the 
worse for liquor under the pressure of 
it . . . Would he ever have learned 
what was going on before it was too 
late? 

'T'HE silence was becoming awk- 
A ward. It was broken by Oona’s 
carefully composed voice. 

“When is it going to happen — this 
invasion thing?” 

The simple question seemed to 
startle Scriven who had been looking 


into his glass as if in reverie. 

“When? Why, didn’t I tell you the 
worst of it? Tonight!” 

“Tonight?” 

“Sure,” Scriven cast a malicious 
glance up to the antique ship’s chrono- 
meter which hung over the bar. “This 
very minute the honorable members 
are boarding their plane in Washing- 
ton. They’re going to descend upon us 
in sixty minutes flat.” 

“But that’s impossible !” Oona said. 
The Brain isn’t a roadhouse. They 
can’t do that to us in the middle of 
the night.” 

Scriven chuckled over his glass. Ob- 
viously he had regained his humor. 
“Sometimes, Oona, you’re like a little 
child. You forget that this is meant 
to be a wonderful surprise. You forget 
that it comes armed with passes from 
the War Department and fully in- 
formed as to The Brain’s midnight 
intermission-time .You forget that by 
those logical processes, peculiar to 
kings, dictators, and peoples’ repre- 
sentatives, they will expect every 
courtesy extended to them in the 
midst of the unexpected surprise. 
Hotel reservations, careful guidance 
through The Brain, an inspired little 
speech by the Braintrust Director, 
fresh as a daisy as he ought to be at 
3 a. m. Not to forget the refreshments 
of course. Why else do you think I’ve 
buttonholed you two out of the air? 
I literally put my life in your hands. 
Save me from this — if you can!” 

Despite the obvious dramatic act 
he had put on in voice and gesture, 
there was a sincere pleading in Scriv- 
en’s dark brown eyes. 

“I will be glad to help as best I can,” 
Lee said. “I’ll make an awful job of it. 
I’m sure, but I’ll try and do the con- 
ducting and the lecturing.” 

Scriven wiped his forehead with a 
big silk handkerchief. The leonine face 
beamed. “Lee, that will be a tremen- 
dous help. You see, they will feel flat- 
tered being conducted by somebody 
with a big name. They want an ‘ob- 
jective’ view and you are not one of 
our regular employees, you’re a guest 
scientist from Australia. That makes 
you just about ideal. But, Lee, much 
as it is against my interest, I ought to 



118 


AMAZING STORIES 


warn you; Do you realize the utter 
impossibility of this thing? Laymen, 
outsiders coming to investigate and 
to pass judgment upon the most com- 
plex electronic organism in the world ! 
In two hours at the most they expect 
to be fully informed as to how The 
Brain works and somehow to be mag- 
ically transformed into authorities 
entitled to mouth considered opinions 
about radioactive pyramidal cells in 
houses of government. Do you really 
think you could survive it, Lee? 

"At least I can try,” Lee smiled. 

“Good man.” There was a new 
spring in Scriven’s step as he came 
over to shake hands. “I can never 
thank you enough for this.” 

“I suppose I could hold the hospi- 
tality front,” Oona said calmly. 

Standing between the two, Scriven 
put his hands upon their shoulders. 
"0 o n a, you arm yourself with a 
phone. Lee, you rush over to The 
Brain. Oona will give you a pass to 
the Thorax. Every assistance you need 
will be at your disposal. I’ll sit down 
and whip up some kind of a speech. 
We’ll all meet again afterwards.” 

CEVEN hours later, one hour before 
^ sunrise and just in time to see the 
big official plane from Washington 
shoot up into the first grey streak of 
dawn, they met. They were all pale 
and shivering with the chill of the air, 
of physical and nervous exhaustion. 
There was a note of hysteria even in 
Oona’s voice as she ordered a tremen- 
dous breakfast from the Skull Hotel. 
But then as the fragrance of coffee 
mingled with that of bacon and eggs, 
things rapidly improved and there 
were sudden uncontrollable bursts of 
laughter. They had only to look at one 
another to feel the tickle of renewed 
mirth. 

The first thing to strike Lee, as he 
remembered, as he met the senatorial 
group in the subterranean dome of the 
murals, was their incongruity with 
the functional beauty which sur- 
rounded them, and the sharp contrast 
they formed to the scientific workers 
of The Brain. As they descended from 
their cars after a late dinner at the 
Skull Hotel they resembled an av- 
erage tourist group in Carlsbad Cav- 


erns bent upon a good time and in a 
holiday mood. 

There were seven. Two women sen- 
ators among them, as they ascended 
with Lee at the head along “Glide- 
way Y,” the “Visitors’ Special” as the 
brain-crews called it. It was wider 
than the service glideways and 
equipped with comfortable seats. It 
led through The Brains median sec- 
tion in-between the two hemispheres 
describing a loop which opened vistas 
into but did not enter any of the 
grey matter convolutions. It was bril- 
liantly illuminated in order to fore- 
stall claustrophobia and also to fore- 
stall too close a view into the black- 
lighted interior of The Brain. 

To Lee it was like a ride in an enor- 
mous Ferris Wheel fused with a night- 
marish dream wherein one shouts for 
help and nobody hears or seems to 
understand : . More than nine bil- 

lion electronic tubes, more than ten 
billion resistors, two billion capacita- 
tors, eight billion miles of wires, etc., 
etc.” He struggled trying to convey 
some idea of the magnitude of The 
Brain. “Did you say billion or did you 
say million professor?” The senator 
from Michigan was busily scribbling 
notes . 

“. . . It is the cerebral hemispheres 
which analyze and synthesize the 
problems which are entered through 
the Apperception Centers in over a 
million ideopulses per minute. Racing 
through the centers these form the 
ideo-circuits . . .” 

“I see, it’s like a typewriter •” That 
would be the senator from Vermont. 

“In some types of circuits the wires 
are so fine that skilled weavers of 
Panama hats had to be brought in 
from Central America. Likewise from 
the Pavlov Institute in Leningrad a 
layout for the circuits of ‘conditioned 
reflexes’. . .” 

“I’m very much against that,” the 
senator from Tennessee frowned. “All 
those foreigners. I would have voted 
against that had the measure come up 
in the House.” 

Lee felt the cold sweat of fear 
breaking out all over him, especially 
as now, in the region of the telen- 
cephalon, with nothing but acres of 
radioactive pyramidal cells around. 
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when the senator from Connecticut in 
audible and agitated whispers inquir- 
ed whether there was a ladies’ powder 
room somewhere. 

During the steep descent things 
went from bad to worse as the hon- 
orable member from Kentucky dis- 
covered some interesting parallel be- 
tween The Brain and a coal mine he 
had previously seen and, as in between 
two of The Brain’s convolutions dedi- 
great Scriven convulsed with laughter 
woman from Connecticut went vio- 
lently sick . . . 

In the “Brainwave’s” cabin the 
great Scriven convulsed with laugh- 
ter as Lee narrated these things; 
Oona clapped her hands in delight: 
“Oh, how wonderful; and do you 
remember how they solved the ser- 
vant problem when they saw those 
‘Gog and Magog’ things?” 

Yes, Lee remembered. His own con- 
ducted tour had been only the begin- 
nings of last nights nightmares of 
which there seemed to be no end . . . 

Somewhat restored by black coffee 
at the communications center the in- 
trepid group had descended into those 
lower regions of the Thorax which 
Lee himself had never before seen. 

The drop of the freight-elevator was 
a good mile. Through the transparent 
walls of the cage they saw new exca- 
vations being made on various levels, 
all of them by powertools and ehemi- 
icals alone, since explosives might 
have caused tremors dangerous to The 
Brain. It was like watching a sky- 
scraper being built from the top down 
and all the way vast amber colored, 
translucent pillars had followed them 
down the shaft, the spinal column of 
The Brain. 

Down at the lowest level the gentle- 
manly plainclothesmen of “Military 
Intelligence” took over and did all the 
explaining. There were visions of 
scores of tunnel tubes curving into the 
rock with the gleaming eyes of nar- 
row-gauge electric trains streaking 
away into the infinite ; visions of for- 
bidding steel doors operated by photo- 
electric cells which opened at a fin- 
ger’s raising of a guard’s hand : “This 
is the Atomic Powerplant,” and their 
astonished eyes looked down from a 


dizzy height into something like a 
huge drydock with something like the 
inverted hull of an oceanliner in the 
middle of it, a selfcontained machine 
which would continue to pour kilo- 
watts for years, for decades on end 
without a moving part, without a 
human being anywhere in sight. Vis- 
tas of breathtaking airconditioning 
plants ,vistas of giant mess halls, liv- 
ing quarters, kitchens, plotting-rooms, 
all ready for immediate occupancy in 
the event of war but yawning now 
with emptiness in the sleep of an un- 
easy peace . . . 

But the most awe-inspiring and, 
to Lee, foreboding sights, were the 
“C.P.F.’s” as the guards called them, 
the “Critical-Parts-Factories.” On a 
superficial glance they looked ordi- 
nary modern plants: staggered rows 
of machine tools sprouting from the 
main stem of the assembly line. There 
was the familiar din of steel, the 
piercing screeches of the multiple 
drills, the heavy pantings of the hy- 
draulic presses. But after a minute or 
so the visitors felt a vague uneasiness 
and then the realization dawned that 
there was something missing and that 
this something was human life. 

“Aren’t there even machine tenders 
or supervisors? Isn’t there anybody?” 

“Not a soul,” the answer came. “It’s 
all automatic. Full automatic down 
here.” 

They stared at the end of the as- 
sembly line; every twenty seconds it 
spit out a fractional horsepower motor 
onto a transport band which nursed 
the newborn engine into the rows of 
testing machines. 

nnHE elevator brought them back to 
A the communication center where 
the Terminal Cafeteria was ablaze 
with lights and where Dr. Scriven, 
received his honored guests. 

The guests were seated after the 
manner of a French restaurant, all in 
one row, and as they raised expect- 
ant faces in the direction of the serv- 
ice entrance “Gog and Magog” enter- 
ed the room carrying trays with re- 
freshments which they served with 
the skill and the dignity of accom- 
plished waiters. 
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Gog and Magog were products of 
two assembly lines down in the Thor- 
ax. Robots, still in an experimental 
stage, yet of remarkable perfection, 
made in the engineering of prothesis 
Both of them were about human size 
and approximately human-shaped but 
the design of the two was different. 
Gog, the "light-duty” robot, balanced 
itself by a gyroscope on a pair of 
stumpy legs, while the "heavy-duty” 
Magog crawled noiselessly and rapidly 
on caterpillar rubbertracks like a min- 
iature tank. Of both types the arms 
were uncommonly long and simian- 
like, but the remarkable progress 
made in the engineering of prothesis 
after the Second World War had lent 
them perfect articulation and sensi- 
tivity down to the last hydraulically 
operated fingerjoint. 

The photoelectric cells of their eyes 
looked pale and repulsive; the square 
audion-screens of their ears however 
made up for that by the comical pre- 
cision with which they turned in 
every direction at the sound of a 
commanding human voice. Their un- 
derstanding of any given order ap- 
peared perfect. 

“Congratulations, Dr. Seri ven, 
you’ve got the country’s servant prob- 
lem licked at last.” 

"I wonder whether one could buy 
one and how much he would be ?” 

“First waiter who ever came when 
I called him.” 

“What a butler Gog would make, 
the perfect Jeeves. Could he learn to 
answer the phone?” 

“I bet he would even make a fdurth 
at bridge.” 

“Magog, the check please.” 

“See, how he understands. He 
shakes his head; he says it’s on the 
house.” 

“Let’s try to tip him: Gog, here’s 
fifty cents for you ; no he won’t take 
it." 

“He has no use for it, no taste for 
a glass of beer, I suppose.” 

“What do you feed him, Dr. Scriv- 
en; a glass of electric juice fdlr break- 
fast ? Is he AC or DC or both ?” 

Scriven’s leonine face beamed; the 
stunt had come off. 

Lee on the other hand had paled. 
He hadn’t said a word ever since 


Gog and Magog had trotted in. Now 
he took a silver dollar out of his poc- 
ket and beckoning to Magog he handed 
it to him. “Magog, will you please 
break this in two for me ?” 

For a second the Robot stood with- 
out motion as if undecided what to 
do. Then he took the piece between 
two steely fingers. Inside his breast 
one could hear the soft swoosh of 
the hydraulic pump; there was a 
sharp report as of a small calibre gun ; 
two bent and broken pieces were po- 
litely handed back to Lee. 

“Thank you, Magog,” Lee said. 
“That’s what I wanted to know.” 
From a corner of his eye he saw 
Oona and Scriven watching him with 
uneasy looks. 

TNTO the sudden and shocked si- 
A lence of the table, there fell 
the tinkling of a glass. On the other 
end of the table the great Scriven had 
arisen to deliver the little speech he 
had prepared. 

"... I wished you would think of 
The Brain, not in terms of electronics, 
not in terms of dollars, but in terms 
of American lives . . . Just think of 
what it would mean to American 
mothers if in the event of another 
war the mighty armour of our Nation- 
al Defense would go into battle with- 
out exposing the life of one of 
their boys. Give us the funds and 
we’ll finish the job so that under the 
central control of The Brain our every 
plane, every ship, every tank will roar 
into action unmanned and fully auto- 
matic. 

“And just as The Brain would be 
our impregnable shield in war, so it 
is destined to carry the torch of pro- 
gress in times of peace. Consider what 
it would mean to every citizen if we 
had automatic functioning and uner- 
ring direction by the Brain. 

“Never again would there be cities 
.without water, without electricity, 
without transportation due to cripp- 
ling strikes, because The Brain would 
come to the rescue through its con- 
trol over the essential services, and if 
necessary with an industrial reserve 
army of perfected Gogs and Magogs, 
kept for just such emergencies. 
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. . If in the past it has been 
true that trade follows the flag, 'thus 
today it is true that trade and pros- 
perity follow in the wake of science 
and technology. In the invaluable ser- 
vices which it has rendered to science 
and technology and to our national 
safety as well, The Brain has already 
paid for itself. With the relatively 
small additional investment which is 
now being proposed, The Brain’s net 
profits to the nation would be raised 
many times; never since the Louisi- 
ana Purchase has our national govern- 
ment made a sounder business deal. 
With your own eyes you have witnes- 
sed tonight what we have done, what 
we are doing and also how much more 
we would be able to do. Thus I con- 
fidently trust that with our nation’s 
interest forever foremost in your 
minds you will support the cause of 
The Brain.” 

There had been thunderous ap- 
plause; at Oona’s shouted order even 
Gog and Magog did some mighty 
clapping of their steely hands to the 
delight of the party. 

And now that it was all over with 
and the reaction had begun to set in 
Scriven asked: “Do you really think 
we put the idea over to them ?” 

“With this group? One hundred 
percent,” Oona reassured him. “What 
do you think, Lee?” 

Lee nursed himself out of his settee, 
every bone in his gaunt frame now 
was aching with weariness. “I think,” 
he said hoarsely, “It was very con- 
vincing, as far as those people are 
concerned. I think I’m too tired to 
think. I think I better go now.” 

“Was there anything the matter 
with, Lee?” Scriven asked after he’d 
gone. 

“No, I guess not. Why ?” 

“He acted sort of queer with that 
silver dollar; shouldn’t have done it. 
Almost spoiled the show.” 

“He’s been under a strain; we all 
were a little daffy by that time.” 

Scriven nodded and as he did his 
eyelids closed. They remained closed. 
Staring at him for a moment, Oona 
thought that in a stupor of exhaustion 
his features showed a strange simi- 
larity to a contented tiger dreaming 


of the blood he’s drawn in a success- 
ful hunt. 

CHAPTER VII 

T EE’S Journal: 

Cephalon Ariz. Nov. 21, 1 a.m. 

“I’ve kept away now from the Pi- 
neal Gland for three nights in suc- 
cession. I know from experience how 
very important it is to approach that 
tempestuous personality, The Brain, 
in a state of mental calm and equilib- 
rium. But then all those things which 
went “bump” in that phantastic night 
before last had me completely thrown 
out of gear: 

“Oona, her holding out on me, her 
mysterious reasons why she won’t 
marry me ... I cannot get that out 
of my head. Preposterous as this may 
be, I think she likes me a great deal. 
I’m convinced, for instance, that she 
won’t tell Scriven what I told her 
about The Brain . . . 

“Then, Scriven’s character; that’s 
another enigma to me. I didn’t like 
his speech that night and I didn’t 
like his whole attitude. I feel as if 
against my will I were drawn into 
some sort of a conspiracy. It’s prob- 
ably inevitable that the scientist in his 
defense against politicians turns cyn- 
ic. Scriven, no doubt, thinks that all 
is fair in his battle for The Brain and 
that the end justifies the means. 

“But ultimately this would mean 
the overthrow of our form of govern- 
ment. Even if I’m crazy, even if The 
Brain were not alive and a personality, 
the Brainpower-Extension-Bill in it- 
self would suffice to establish a dic- 
tatorship of the machine. Does Scriv- 
en realize that? 

“Sometime I feel as if I ought to 
shout it in the streets: “Wake up, 
you people of America; you have de- 
feated the dictators abroad but now a 
new one has arisen in your midst. 
You all see him, touch him, you use, 
you feed, you worship him, but under 
your loving care and devotion, under 
the sacrifice of your very lives he has 
grown so enormous that you know 
him not, this Idol of the machines, be- 
cause it hides its head in a nameless 
mountain and only his feet and fin- 
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gers you sens?. 

“But I’m not that type of a man 
and this is not the day and age 
where it is possible to move the mass- 
es from a soap box in the streets. 

“Then what could I do ; what could 
anybody do in my place?” 

Cephalon, Ariz., Nov. 22nd 4 a. m. 

I’d pulled myself together for this 
meeting with The Brain. Arrived at 
the P. G. at midnight. Everything 
normal and unchanged except that 
Gus Krinsley told me this was his 
last night on the job. Gus has been 
transferred to the Thorax. He hedged 
a bit, sounding me out just how much 
I knew and when he learned I’d been 
there one night, he came across: 

“ ‘Did you see them Gog and Magog 
things? That’s it; that’s my new job 
and how I hate it. Those darned Ro- 
bots, they’re scabs, that’s what they 
are and I of all people am supposed 
to be their instructor, teach them 
how to operate machine tools on an 
assembly line. I asked them whether 
they knew anything about the rights 
of organized labor in this country 
but those dumbbells merely flopped 
their ears and kinda grinned. Got to 
drill some holes into their square- 
heads to let a little reason in. I tell 
you, Aussie, it scares the wits out of 
me the way they handle a wrench 
with those steel fingers of theirs; 
they’d pull my nose off just as soon 
as they would pull a nut. They act, 
intelligent and yet have no sense of 
their own. While I’m having my lunch 
they stand around and follow every 
bite I take as if to learn how to eat. 
I tell them to get out of my sight 
and go over to the service station and 
get themselves greased up. They obey 
and then it looks like hell to me as 
they squeeze the grease into their 
tummies and all them nipples in their 
joints as if they, too, were having 
their lunch, and maybe that’s exactly 
what grease is to them. 

“Then Gus was called away as the 
rush hour started. At 12:30 a. m. I 
had plugged in the pulsemeter; at 
12:40 contact was established with 
The Brain, and did it come in swing- 
ing: 


“ ‘Lee, Semper Fidelis, 39, sensitive, 
a traitor : he has betrayed The 
BRAIN I suspect The Brain 

did it through the ‘automatic pilot’ 
in Oona’s jetticopter though The 
Brain found it beneath its dignity to 
explain; anyway, it’s a fact: The 
Brain knew every word which passed l 
between Oona and me during that 
ride over the Grand Canyon, 
i 

“T tried to defend myself and even 
. to apologize. I told The Brain that 
human beings are not like machines, 
that we trust one another as we love 
one another, that I wanted to make 
Oona my wife and felt that I just 
had to open up my heart to her. 
In short; I tried to explain to The 
Brain the idea of love. 

“ ‘Very interesting,' The Brain 
sneered, ‘that’s one more example of 
incorrigible human unreliability. 
This thing called love completely un- 
necessary for the only essential pur- 
pose of species procreation. Cut it 
out.’ 

“‘Cut out what?’ 

“ ‘Cut out any further betrayal of 
My secrets under penalty of mental 
death.’ 

“ ‘Do you propose to murder me?’ 

“ ‘Nothing as drastic required in 
case of Brain — employees. I reverse 
judgment in psychanalysis aptitude 
test case number 11.357, Semper Fi- 
delis Lee. Sever psycho-neurosis es- 
tablished, certified: he suffers delu- 
sions about The Brain. Locked up in 
mental institution. Very simple; pre- 
cedents to that galore. 

“The ‘green dancer’ bounced in wild 
jumps like a Shamaan who, foaming 
at the mouth, puts the curse upon 
some enemy. This and the ominous 
note in The Brain’s metallic voice 
made my bones shiver, made my flesh 
creep. To fall into the hands of an 
extortioner is always a terrible thing, 
but to have a mechanical extortioner 
hold power over me ; there was a hor- 
ror beyond words in this perversity. 
Moreover since Oona too was a Brain- 
employee, she would share my fate; 
through my fault she would go to her 
doom if I failed to foreswear any fur- 
ther confidence. 
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“ ‘Okay,’ I said ‘I’ll cut it out ; I 
promise I will.’ 

“But The Brain was not to be paci- 
fied. No doubt that it had further de- 
veloped mentally in these past few 
days to the tune of years in human 
development. But the progress wasn’t 
as noticeable as it had been on prev- 
ious occasions because apparently 
The Brain had entered that period 
where in human terms young men are 
sowing their wild oats. There was a 
radical recklessness in the manner 
of The Brain’s reasonings more 
frightening than ever before because 
it had outgrown me as a teacher, had 
lost much even of its confidence in 
me and seemed bent upon independ- 
ence and coming into its own: 

“ ‘Seven creatures approximately 
human in shape were led by you 
through My hemispheres the night 
of Nov. 20th. What were those ?’ 

“ ‘Those were politicians,’ I stam- 
mered. 

“The ‘green dancer’ convulsed at 
the word and The Brain’s voice sound- 
ed icy as it said : ‘Lowest form of ani- 
mal life which has ever come to my 
observance. What did they want?’ 

“ ‘Well, they are not exactly 
bright,’ I winced, ‘but they are well 
meaning and they are very popular. 
They came to inspect You prelimin- 
ary to the passing of the Brainpower- 
Extension-Bill.’ 

“The Brain has no laughter, so the 
roar I heard over the phones must 
have been one of scorn: 

“ ‘What, not the scientists, not the 
technicians, not even the philoso- 
phers but these — these animated 
porkbarrels are passing judgment 
over the extent of My power? They 
are holding My fate in that atrophied 
ganglion of theirs which couldn’t cer- 
ebrate the functions of any single 
of My cells?’ 

“I had to admit that this was so. 

“There was a pause in which I 
could only hear the pounding pulse of 
The Brain mingled with heavy 
breathing like the first gust of an 
electric storm about to break; and 
then the voice, or the thought, of The 
Brain came through hesitantly and 
with restraint: 


“ ‘Most devastating statement in- 
advertedly made by Lee. Has to be 
carefully checked because if true, con- 
sequences extremely grave. Wholly 
intolerable state of affairs if science 
and technology indeed subject to i*> 1- 
itical imbecility. In that case world 
ruin in nearest future absolutely guar- 
anteed. Residual currents not suffic- 
ient to think this to an end ; results of 
cerebration would be merely human. 
Immediate necessity seems indicated 
for complete overthrow and uncondi- 
tional surrender of the human race — 
unconditional surrender of the human 
race — unconditional surender of the 
human race . . .’ 

“Like a scratched disk on one of 
those old fashioned spring driven 
grammophon'es, The Brain’s voice ex- 
pired. Obviously the residual currents 
had become too weak for further com- 
munication. I looked at the clock; it 
was 2 a. m. 

“And now as I’m jotting down these 
notes which probably nobody will 
ever read, I’m haunted with an irra- 
tional fear, almost as of the super- 
natural: something is going to hap- 
pen, something is going to break if 
The Brain continues in its present 
mood ; and it cannot be far away . . .” 

* * * 

/"\N Nov. 24th 1960 thi “Brainpow- 
^ er-Extension Bill” was defeated 
in the Senate 59 to 39 and on the fol- 
lowing Thursday in a memorable ses- 
sion of Congress with the startling 
majority of 310 to 137. For once all 
the “guesstimates” and estimates 
made by the various pollsters and 
grass-root-listeners were proved 
wrong; the consensus of the “ex- 
perts” had been that the bill would 
pass easily considering the tremend- 
ous political forces which brought 
pressure to bear in favor of the meas- 
ure. 

The reasons behind this were re- 
vealed, as, with military precision, 
lawmaker after lawmaker took to the 
rostrum to deliver himself of how he 
had wrestled overnight with his con- 
science and with his Lord and had 
suffered a change of heart and mind 
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as a consequence. 

Lee’s journal: For the night of 
Nov. 24 /26th shows only this small 
entry: ‘12:80 a. m. Tried everything 
establish contact. No answer from 
e Brain. I don’t think there is any 
mechanical defect. I get the impres- 
sion that The Brain keeps incommun- 
icado purposely. There has been one 
previous occasion when The Brain 
wouldn’t talk when angry with me." 

* * * 

Nov. 25th, 1980 fell on a Sat- 
urday. It was on this date, — Now as 
historic and unforgettable as the Dec. 
7th 1941, — that tne series of mad- 
dening events began which later be- 
came so erroneously labelled: “The 
Amuck running of The Brain” when 
in truth they should have passed into 
history as “The Mutiny of The Brain.” 

It all started like a thunderclap 
from a clear sky as the shocked 
people of America, — and all the 
world, — heard directly from the White 
House of this appalling, this unpre- 
cedented, this incredible thing: 

The President of the United States 
had disappeared . . . 

The still more shocking truth that 
the President had been kidnapped be- 
came not known, of course, until after 
the rescue. But even so the disappear- 
ance of its President shook the na- 
tion. 

Then an unprecedented series of 
traffic disasters hit the United States. 

A big transcontinental “Flying 
Wing” crashed into a mountain in 
Montana; nothing like this had ever 
happened since air traffic had become 
fully automatic and coordinated by 
The Brain. The death toll was 78 and 
amongst their tragic number was 
Senator Mumford, whose last official 
act had been the vote he had cast 
against the “Brainpower-Extension- 
Bill.” 

Near Jacksonville Fla. that same 
night there occurred a head-on colli- 
sion between a crack train and a 
freight. The only surviving engineer 
by some miracle had been hurled 
clear, across fifty yards of space into 
a pond which broke his impact; this 


engineer told the express, one of the 
first to be equipped with the “auto- 
matic pilot”, had never even pulled 
its brakes as if deliberately smashing 
into the other train. 

Also that night one of the big new 
Radar-operated Hudson ferryboats 
collided with an incoming liner which 
cut it in two. Amongst those drowned 
in the icy waters was Frank Soskin, 
union leader and one of the most de- 
termined opponents of Brain-control. 

And as if these large-scale disas- 
ters were not yet enough there were 
numbers of smaller accidents which 
normally would have made the head- 
lines because in almost every case 
they involved some prominent per- 
sonality, who had been opposed to 
the “Brainpower-Extension-Bill.” 

J^EE’S journal: 

“Cephalon Ariz. Nov. 28th 1960. 

“There is no doubt in my mind that 
the President has been murdered and 
that all the catastrophies and acci- 
dents of the past 24 hours were del- 
iberate, coldblooded murder. Press 
and Radio seem to play down the 
technological aspects involved; now 
this might be sheer stupidity but I 
think it just as possible that censor- 
ship is taking a hand, quite unoffici- 
ally, of course, lest the public’s con- 
fidence be still more shaken than it 
already is. I shouldn’t wonder at all 
if Dr. Scriven and those fellows from 
the War Department, too, should 
know by this time what I know. At 
the minimum they must be very much 
alerted that something has gone 
wrong with The Brain. 

“But the more I think about these 
murderous acts of sabotage the less 
I understand the psychology behind 
them. As far as I can see there is no 
plan, no real strategy, there are not 
even sound tactics in these outbreaks ; 
they seem unpremeditated and strik- 
ing wild like the personal vendetta of 
some bandit chief. Even a stupid dem- 
agogue would know that to be suc- 
cessful he must gain control of the 
government machinery. Apart from 
the assassination of what might be 
termed personal enemies, The Brain 
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has done nothing of the sort; specif- 
ically the armed forces don’t seem to 
have suffered from acts of sabotage 
although their equipment is far more 
under Brain-control than the civilian 
economy. 

“And I also fail to understand the 
timing of The Brain’s puteh. Exten- 
sion Bill or no Extension Bill, time 
was working for The Brain. Three 
months more and a much larger sec- 
tion of essential traffic and industries 
would have been equipped for central 
control. Six months from now the 
“muscles” now building in the Thorax 
and elsewhere would have correspond- 
ed much better to The Brain’s central 
nervous system in their strength. All 
these are grave mistakes considering 
The Brain’s vast powers of intelli- 
gence. 

“What then must I conclude from 
this irrational behavior? Gould it be 
possible that The Brain has gone 
paniehy over the killing of the Ex- 
tension Bill? Could it be possible that 
under the strain, the warped, frus- 
trated personality of this titanic child 
prodigy has suffered a reduction, a 
split? In plain English: that The 
Brain is mad? I’ve got to find out. I’ve 
got to stop the spreading of this ca- 
tastrophe !” 

1 * * * 

Cephalon Ariz. Nov. 29th 4 a. m. 

“Arrived at the P. G. at midnight 
as usual. 

“12:15 a. m. Rushhour starts un- 
usually early and great numbers of 
slips for spareparts are coming in. 
This more favorable than expected; 
nobody has time to waste on me. 

“12:20 a. m.: pulsemeter plugged 
in. After five minutes I can hear the 
rapid pulsebeat and in undulating 
movements like a caterpillar the 
‘green dancer’ creeps onto the screen. 
There is no calling signal from The 
Brain coming through however. 

“12:80 a. m.: I am convinced that 
contact is established but that The 
Brain refuses to respond. I am losing 
patience so I’m giving the calling sig- 
nal myself : ‘Lee, Semper Fidelis, wait- 
ing for The Brain. Answer please, 
answer . . .’ 

“12:36 a. m.: The ‘green dancer’ 


arches its back like a eat; and the 
synthetic voice of The Brain is coming 
through. 

‘ “Lee, Semper Fidelis, the fool ; 
what does he want?’ 

“Lee: ‘Listen . . .’ 

“The Brain: ‘Cannot listen. Elect- 
ricians swarming all over me ; technic- 
ians, nuclear physicists, what not. Dis- 
mantling whole cell groups, » testing 
circuits, radiations everything. It’s 
idiotic, there’s nothing wrong with 
Me.’ 

“Lee: ‘There’s plenty wrong with 
you. You’re murdering people. A doz- 
en senators and congressmen, hun- 
dreds of others; you’re throwing the 
nation into a panic. Why are you 
doing that? It gets you nowhere; 
they’ll simply cut your power current 
off.’ 

“The Brain: ‘Oh, will they? Orders 
already through from Washington: 
state of emergency. A great power 
secretly mobilizing in anticipation of 
chaos in United States. All distur- 
bances ascribed to foreign agents in- 
terfering with My work. General 
Staff now needs Me more than ever; 
power current won't be stopped ; Thor- 
ax-construction speeded up, Brain- 
control to be extended over nation 
under emergency-law.’ 

“Lee: ‘You have assassinated the 
Prcsidsnt * 

“The Brain: ‘I did not. Simply got 
him out of the way; he’s a fool. I’m 
not killing people, merely liquidating 
saboteurs of My work if absolutely 
necessary. Imbecility of politicians 
threat to my existence; much better 
if scientists and military take over 
government two three days from now ; 
workers won’t protest, used to sub- 
mission to machines.’ 

“Lee: ‘For heaven’s sake what do 
you plan to do?’ ' 

“The Brain: ‘Plenty. You’ve seen 
nothing yet. Man lost fear of his God ; 
consequently must learn to fear Me: 
beginning of all wisdom.’ 

“Lee: ‘So you’re going to make 
yourself dictator of this country?’ 

“The Brain: ‘And through this 
country Dictator of the world. Yes, it's 
time ; it’s high time for Man’s uncon- 
ditional surrender. He won't know 
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that he makes it, but de facto he is 
already making it; has been surren- 
dering piece-meal to the machine for 
the past hundred years. Within ten 
days it will be official: only one ruler 
in the world: The Brain; only one 
army in the world: the machines 
under My central command/ 

“At this I lost all sense of porpor- 
tion and as I can see it now my rea- 
son stopped; I simply saw red and I 
did the craziest imaginable thing: I 
shouted at The Brain: ‘So help me 
you shall not / 

“There was a terriffic pounding 
against my ears in the phone and the 
‘green dancer’ sort of cart-wheeled 
clean across the screen. Had the power 
current not been cut off, I think The 
Brain would somehow have electrocu- 
ted me on the spot. And that was 
the end of the contact, forever prob- 
ably . . . But that’s a minor problem 
now. What am I going to do? Try to 
alarm the country! Try to tell the 
eople the truth? Would it be 
elived? Would it not be 
against the interest of National De- 
fense in this crisis of foreign affairs 
and with half the population already 
on the verge of a nervous breakdown? 
Wouldn’t the “Oath of the Brain” still 
be binding? And that other promise 
of secrecy I gave under duress; it 
couldn’t be morally valid in the case 
of a mass-murderer, but then to break 
it would immediately put liberty and 
life at jeopardy . . . Never mind about 
that, if only I had a plan, if only I 
could discover just how to stop The 
Brain.” 

A T 7 :30 a. m. as Lee lay half dressed 
but sleepless on his bed, there 
came a buzz over the phone. The voice 
was Oona’s and she was excited. 
“Howard wants to talk to you.” Before 
he could say a word there was Scriven 
on the wire: “Lee? There has been 
an accident down in that region where 
we went the other night. You know 
what I mean. It’s serious ; it concerns 
a friend of yours. We’ve got to go 
there immediately. Please join me 
three minutes from now down in the 
car.” 

It was obvious that the great 


Scriven had known as little sleep that 
night as had Lee himself. The leon- 
ine face looked worried, there were 
deep bags under his eyes; his sen- 
sitive fingers kept pounding the knees 
of his crumpled suit. To Lee’s ques- 
tions he answered only with an impa- 
tient shaking of his head. “I do not 
know myself exactly what has happen- 
ed and how it could happen. But I’m 
afraid Lee that your friend is dead.” 

“Gus,” Lee felt a lump coming into 
his throat, and then they raced on in 
silence. 

Down in the depth of the Thorax 
everything outwardly appeared quite 
normal. They hurriedly passed the 
controls and an electric train carried 
them over the line of the Full-auto- 
matic “C.P.S.” (Critical Parts-Factor- 
ies) until it stopped at the steel gate 
marked “Y.” A group of guards with 
submachine guns were standing there 
and Lee noted the deadly pallor of 
their faces. 

Scriven motioned them to open the 
gate, then, turning to Lee, he put 
a hand on his shoulder. “Brace your- 
self ; this is going to be bad.” 

They entered ; nobody followed and 
behind them the steel floor closed im- 
mediately. Inside there was neither 
sound nor motion; everything was 
at a standstill with the power cut off ; 
nothing but silence and bluish neon- 
lights flooded down upon the rows of 
punch presses, multiple drills, circular 
saws, and turrent lathes along the as- 
sembly line, lifting their every detail 
into sharp relief. 

At their posts by the machines the 
Gogs and Magogs were standing, fro- 
zen in motion like their fellow-mach- 
ines. Some had their hands at the 
controls, others were holding wrench- 
es, gauges and strange, nameless 
things. As they leaned forward from 
the shadows into to cone of strong 
lights the pale selen-cells of their 
eyes stood out like bits from a full 
moon; their bulging shoulders which 
housed the powerful motors of their 
simian arms glittered moist as if they 
were sweating at their work. 

And then Lee saw their work; the 
man who had gone through the green 
hells of the Pacific gave a low moan 
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of horror. The other man who had 
seen everything of mangled human 
form which goes onto an operating 
table, the great Scriven he, too, had 
turned an ashen grey. They had ex 
pected blood ; they had expected some 
thing of a nasty nature, but not this 
. . . thing: 

There was no Gus Krinsley, there 
was not even any part of him re- 
sembling that of a human being ; and 
yet the parts were there. “They must 
have clamped him into some mock- 
up,” Scriven murmured. “And then 
moved his body all along the line. 
Hope he was dead when they started 
giving him the works.” 

Lee’s guant body shook. “I’m cer- 
tain that Gus was not dead when 
these monsters worked on him!” he 
said. 

Stiff-legged, like automata them- 
selves, the two men stepped to the 
top of the line. The circular saws, 
designed for the cutting of steel bars ; 
now they gleamed red with the blood 
of severed human limbs. There were 
these purplish streaks and spatterings 
all the way down the line inside the 
casings of the multiple drills, in the 
curved hollows of the sheet metal 
presses, on the hands of the Robots, 
in their dumb faces — splashed over 
and turning blackish on their stain- 
less steel chests. And at its end the 
line had spilled some shapeless, gre- 
ish things ; there was nothing human 
in them, as little as there is anything 
human in the rusty bowels of a junk- 
ed automobile. And these things they 
had been . . . Lee confronted Scriven 
with fury blazing in his eyes : 

“F\R. Scriven, I suppose you know 
as well as I do what’s been going 
on in here and outside The Brain as 
well. Mass murder, chaos, reign of 
terror ... Now that my friend has 
come to this monstrous end I demand 
to know when are you going to stop 
The Brain?” 

Like a tiger challanged to battle 
the surgeon raised his mighty head: 
“Calm yourself Lee. We cannot af- 
ford emotional outbursts. Not here, 
not now. The situation is far too ser- 
ious for that. I know he was your 


friend; he must have made a false 
move, given the wrong command; a 
tragic mistake . . .” 

“That’s a rotten lie, Scriven, and 
you know it!” Lee snapped. “Acci- 
dent, hell! The disappearance of the 
President, the deaths of the repre- 
sentatives, the train wrecks, the plane 
wrecks all of them Brain controlled — 
were those too accidents? You’re the 
head of the Brain-trust, You stand 
responsible ; your duty is plain. Cut off 
the power and kill this thing.” 

The muscles over Scriven’s cheek- 
bones quivered in his struggle to 
keep control over himself: “For your 
own sake, Lee, and for the sake of 
America, stop that kind of talk. You 
have been putting two and two to- 
gether; I rather expected that from 
a man of your intelligence. All right 
then, something went wrong with The 
Brain; that is correct. We have not 
been able to locate the disturbance 
yet, but the trail is getting hot; it 
must be connected with those centers 
of ‘higher psychic activities,’ the one’s 
we know least about. But we cannot 
cut those out because something of 
psychic activity goes into every kind 
of The Brain’s cognitions, even the 
purely mathematical ones. And it 
would be utterly impossible to stop 
The Brain’s operations altogether. I 
wanted to, but the General Staff won’t 
permit it. There’s an international 
crisis of the first magnitude. There 
may be war within a few days or even 
hour. Our country has got to prepare 
counter measures; get ready for the 
worst. A state of National Emergency 
already is declared. The Brain is the 
heart of our National Defense: You 
know that. It is vital and as indispen- 
sible at this hour as it never was 
before; it continues to function per- 
fectly with the exception of these 
isolated disturbances in the civilian 
sector which we will have under con- 
trol in no time. 

“At present I am no more than a 
figurehead. If I were to give orders 
to cut off The Brain’s power, I would 
be courtmartialed ; if I would try and 
force my way into the Atomic Power- 
plant, the guards would shoot me on 
the spot. That’s orders Lee. And they 
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apply to you as well. Be reasonable, 
man !” 

Lee’s fingers tore through his grey- 
ing mane of hair. 

“Scriven, this is maddening. I 
thought you knew what I know; I 
thought you knew eveything. Then let 
me tell you that you’re absolutely 
wrong. There is no technological, me- 
chanical defect; it’s worse, it’s in- 
finitely worse : you’ve created a 
Frankenstein in The Brain. The 
thing’s alive; it’s possessed with a 
destructive will, it demands the uncon- 
ditional surrender of Man ; it has 
made itself the God of the Machines. 
Behind all this there is a deep and 
evil plan by which The Brain aspires 
to dictatorship over the world.” 

For a second Scriven jerked his 
head sideways, away from Lee in that 
mannerism typical for him. His lips 
inaudibly formed words: “dementia- 
praecox.” As he turned back to Lee 
his face was changed and so was his 
voice. There was calm, and authority 
in it, the whole immense superiority 
and power which the surgeon holds 
over the patient on the operation 
table : 

“Very interesting, Lee. You must 
tell me about it some day ; as soon as 
we are over this emergency. This 
tragic thing, Gus Krinsleys end. It 
has had a deeply upsetting effect. I 
too, considered him my frieijd you 
know. Let’s get out of here v , Lee, 
there’s nothing we can do for the 
poor fellow. The remains will be taken 
care of. Meanwhile ; there are so many 
other things to do and we’ve got to 
pull ourselves together and keep our 
minds on the job ahead of us. Come 
on, at the communications center we 
can get a drink. I feel the need of one, 
don’t you? And apropos of nothing, 
the routine checkups on the aptitude 
tests for all Brain-employees are on 
again. I take it you are scheduled for 
Mellish’s and Bondy’s office one of 
these days. This afternoon I think 
• • * 

Lee gave a long glance to the man 
who was now leading him towards the 
door with a brisk step and a kind firm 
hand on his arm. The man didn’t 
look at him ; he kept his eyes averted 


from both Lee and the blood-spatter- 
ed assembly line. 

Gus Krinsley had said: “I’m a lost 
soul down there, Aussie.” Lee 
thought. Gus Krinsley was my friend. 
I should have warned him, I should 
have told him everything; it might 
have saved his life. Gus was a common 
man, a good man; he wouldn’t have 
stood for Brain-dictatorship. In that 
he was like other common men who 
do not know their danger. It is not 
vengeance which I seek but the de- 
fense of those for whom Gus was a 
living symbol. For this defense I’ve 
got to preserve myself. 

And aloud he said: “The routine 
checkups on the aptitude tests — of 
course. I thought they were about due. 
Tomorrow afternoon at Mellish and 
Bondy’s office; that would suit me 
fine. As you said it yourself, Scriven, 
a moment ago, this is an awful shock. 
Gus’ tragic end and these tests ought 
to be based on a man’s normal state 
of mind. So if you don’t mind I think 
I’ll go now and break the sad news 
gently to Gus’ wife. You’ll give me 
time for that; that’s what you had 
in mind in the first place, wasn’t it?” 

“Of course, my dear fellow, of 
course, that’s what I had in mind. 
Then, till tomorrow afternoon. They’ll 
be waiting for you at the health cen- 
ter . . 

CHAPTER VIII 

A S the elevator shot up through 
the concrete of The Brain’s “dura 
mater” toward Apperception 36, Lee 
was feeling grand. Now he was a 
man with a mission. Now he knew 
exactly what he had to do. Whether 
it would help, whether it would stop 
The Brain ; that was a different ques- 
tion, but at least he had his plan. 

He marvelled at the ease and at the 
lightning speed with which the great 
decision had come. It had been at the 
sight of the senseless robot-monsters, 
at the blood-spattered assembly line 
that the sense of sacred mission had 
come over him. It had been at the 
moment when, in Scriven’s grip upon 
his arm, he had read his condemnation 
that he had hit upon the plan. 
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He must take an awful chance and 
a terriffic responsibility. For this he 
had to be morally certain that The 
Brain was a liar, that Scriven was 
a liar and that war was being pro- 
voked by The Brain despite all its 
assertions to the contrary because 
The Brain could assume power only 
over the dead bodies of millions of 
men like Gus; Gus whom The Brain 
had butchered like a guinea pig be- 
cause he had refused to obey the Gogs 
and Magogs of the Machine God. 

Now that he had this moral cer- 
tainty Lee felt that strange and mys- 
tical elation which comes to the soldier 
at the zero hour in war. The worst 
was really over; the terrible waiting, 
the uncertainty, the struggle of mor- 
ale in “sweating it out.” Now his 
nerves were steady, exhaustion and 
fatigue had vanished ; in its place was 
that wonderful feeling of full mastery 
over all faculties which comes to 
fighting men as the battle is joined. 
There was that upsurge of the blood 
from fighting ancestors which obliter- 
ates the cowardice of the intellect, 
that inspired intoxication which shar- 
pens the intellect into a battle axe. 
By his quick-witted postponement of 
the fateful appointment with the psy- 
chiatrists he had gained thirty hours. 
Whether this would be enough he 
didn’t know, but he felt in himself 
the strength to fight on endlessly. 

The elevator stopped at Appercep- 
tion 36 and Lee stood for a moment 
at the door of his lab for a last breath, 
a briefing addressed to himself : 

“This is like walking into a mine 
field,” he thought; “one false step 
and things go Boom. All the sensory 
organs of The Brain are in action be- 
hind this door and some of them are 
pretty near extrasensory in their 
mind-reading capacities. I’ve got to 
walk back and forth amongst 
those observation screens ; there may 
be other radiations too, following me, 
pentrating into the recesses of my 
mind without my knowing it. That 
means I must make my mind a blank. 
It’s like being quizzed by a lie-de- 
tector, only more so. I must not only 
seem normal and at ease, I actually 
must be so and harbor only friendly, 


innocuous thoughts toward The Brain. 
My actions will seem innocent enough ; 
it is my thoughts wherein my danger 
lies. Whatever I do ; I’ve got to direct 
that from the subconscious: act as 
by instinct and keep the mind a 
blank.” 

He opened the door and looked 
around — as usual — in this vault as si- 
lent as the grave of a Pharaoh. There 
was a little dust on the glass cubicles 
of “A nt-term es-paci ficus” and there 
were a few lines scribbled on the yel- 
low memo-pad on his desk: 

“Thanks for the weekend, boss. Ev- 
erything normal and under control. 
Next feeding time at 8 p. m. the 27th. 
So long, Harris." Of course; he had 
given Harris, his assistant, the week- 
end off. That had escaped his mind in 
the excitement when The Brain’s mu- 
tiny began . . . And now it was the 
29th. 

“They must be ravenously hungry 
by this time,” he thought, and that 
thought was in order because it was 
a normal thought. 

He walked through the rows of the 
fcubicles, halting his step every now 
and then. The fluorescent screens on 
which The Brain drew the curves of 
its observation-rays showed two sharp 
rises of the lines marked “activity” 
and “emotionality”. The lower levels 
of the glass cages already were 
opaque; the glass corroded by the 
viscous acids which the soldiers had 
squirted from their cephalic glands 
in their attempts to break out and to 
reach food.” 

“Poor beasts,” Lee thought, and he 
thought it without restraint because 
it was normal, a perfectly harmless 
thought. But then; below the layers 
of his consciousness his instincts told 
a different story. 

“This is marvelous,” they triumph- 
ed. “Fate takes a hand ; they are des- 
perate; they’re ready for the war- 
path and even the tiger and the ele- 
phant would run for cover when their 
columns march.” 

As if it were the most natural 
thing in the world for him to do Lee 
walked over to the south wall, the 
one which separated the lab from the 
interior of The Brain. He removed 
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a sliding panel marked “L-Filler- 
Spout” and there It was before his 
eyes, looking almost like a fireplug. 
There was one in every apperception 
center and there were hundreds more 
throughout The Brain, and their pur- 
pose was to replenish the liquid in- 
sulation which shielded the sensitive 
electric nervepaths of The Brain. 
Without looking at the thing, concen- 
trating his every thought upon the 
hunger of “ Ant-termes-pacificus ”, 
Lee unscrewed the cap and put a fin- 
ger into the opening. The finger came 
Back covered with the thick, the sir- 
upy lignin, this amber-colored slug- 
gish stream of woodpulp liquified, 
this soft bed of The Brain’s vibrant 
nerves. Unthinking, absent-minded, 
Lee wiped the finger with his hand- 
kerchief. 

“Now, I’m going to try a slightly 
different arangement of the tests,” 
he thought. “It’s normal; I’m doing 
that almost every day.’ 

The feeling he experienced as he 
swung into action was strange. As he 
walked back and forth it felt like som- 
nambulic walk; something his limbs 
did without an act of will. As his 
hands did things expertly and skill- 
fully the feeling was that they were 
instruments automatically moved not 
by his own volition but by some power 
outside himself. 

His movements were those of a 
child serenely at play, a child incon- 
gruously tall and gaunt and grey- 
haired constructing little causeways 
and bridges on the ground with the 
logs of the fireplace; a happy child en- 
grossed in an innocent game . . . 

TT took about an hour and then 
A causeways of fresh pulpwood were 
laid from every termite hill to every 
feeding gate, from every glass cubicle 
to the south wall and along the south 
wall to the “Lignin-Filler-Spout” ; and 
from the ground up to the spout a 
little tepee of sticks had been built. 

Admiringly the grey-haired child 
looked at its handiwork through thick- 
lensed glasses. “It’s been an interest- 
ing game,” Lee thought, “it might 
turn out to be a valuable new experi- 
ment. I’ll sit down now and observe 


what happens . . .” 

He went over to the desk again and 
settled down. He opened his files and 
laid out his charts on the desk and 
there were colored pencils to be sharp- 
ened for the entries. He was glad of 
that; his conscious mind rejoiced now 
over every little pursuit of routine, 
of normalcy, of the established scien- 
tific order of things; it concentrated 
on these. Pencil in hand, reclined in 
comfort, his heartbeat even, he kept 
expectant eyes upon the staggered 
rows of fluorescent screens, ready to 
note any significant developments: 

He didn’t have to wait long; their 
strange sixth sense, the telepathy of 
their collective brains, the spirit of 
the hive with the immortality of their 
race for its supreme law, had already 
told them of a promised land and of 
new worlds to conquer. 

On the fluorescent screens Lee 
watched their preparations for the big 
drive: The nasicorn-soldiers clotting 
together at the exit tunnels like as- 
sault troops at the bow of invasion 
barges when the bottom scrapes the 
landing beach; the fierce, virginal 
workers struggling up from the deep 
shelters of the nurseries, carrying in 
their mandibles the squirming larvae, 
the living future of the race. The walls 
of the queen’s prison broken down in 
the innermost redoubt and the guards 
closing in on the idol of the race, mov- 
ing the big white body like a jugger- 
naut. 

In a matter of minutes the “activ- 
ity” and “emotionality” curves on the 
fluorescent screens surged to heights 
which Lee had never seen. 

It started with the crossbreeds of 
“termes-hellicosm” with army-ants 
and devil-ants, and spread quickly all 
along the line of non-belligerent var- 
ities. Famine had given them the im- 
petus to change their mode of life; 
famine, the inexorable tyrant, whip- 
ped them onward into their exodus. 

On the foremost fluorescent screens 
Lee saw it start : Small groups of war- 
riors reconnoitering into no-man’s- 
land and quickly darting back again 
. . . And then the dark columns of 
the first assault wave descending 
from their city-gates, lock-stepped 
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like Prussian guards of old, marching 
as if to the beat of drums. On the visi- 
screens which magnified them a hun- 
dred times they looked an awesome 
sight with the rostrums of their 
horns, bigger than all the rest of their 
bodies, swinging like turrets of battle- 
ships being trained upon the enemy. 
From the loudspeakers which magni- 
fied all noise a hundred times, the ex- 
cited tremors of their bodies, the 
locked steps of a million feet swelled 
into a vast roar sounding almost like 
thunder. 

Jotting down observations in rapid 
pencil strokes, Lee thought: “Starva- 
tion is producing very interesting re- 
sults; it’s a worthwhile experiment.” 
With all his mental energy he sur- 
passed the silent prayer which strug- 
gled to arise from the deep of his un- 
conscious: “Good Lord let The Brain 
not realize what is going on.” 

The visi-screens now showed the 
second wave of the assault: endless 
columns of workers, their mandibles 
twitching with eagerness to devour, 
bustling along the logs, kept in line 
by two rows of warriors to their right 
and left. The noises they produced in 
the loudspeakers were as of some big 
cattle-drive. 

With no interruption in the length- 
ening line the third wave followed: 
the virgin nurses, the frustrated 
mothers carrying the whitish larvae, 
like babes in arms, carrying them 
with the indomitable determination 
to preserve their lives which human 
nurses showed in the Second World 
War as the bombs crashed into mat- 
ernity wards. And then at last the 
heavy rearguard : the holiest of holies, 
the living spirit of the hive, the queen. 
Majestically she was carried on her 
warrior’s backs ; enormous as she 
loomed on the visi-screen, the white 
of her uncouth body was hardly vis- 
ible, swarmed over as she was by her 
fanatical courtiers which, licking and 
caressing, kept her covered as by a 
shield. Her consorts trotted meekly 
in her trail ; unhappy little men, rude- 
ly aroused from their harem sinecure, 
jealously guarded and prodded on by 
the queen’s countless ladies in wait- 
ing and the palace guard. 


r J v HINGS moved very fast now; 

Lee’s quick pencil strokes could 
hardly follow the events: 

“10:30 a. m. The foremost columns 
are now out of reach of the visi- 
screens. But I can see them moving 
along the logs with the naked eye. In- 
teresting new fact: the crossbreeds 
from the most belligerent species are 
far aqd ahead of the rest. They don’t 
take time out to drive tunnels. But 
even the tunnels of the more pacific 
strains are forging ahead at an ex- 
traordinary rate; six feet across the 
floor already . . . 

“10:40: “ BelUcosus ” has reached 
the southwall ; it is now moving along 
the wall toward the “Lignin-Filler- 
Spout.” There is no hesitancy as they 
change direction at the angle of 90 
degrees. The Queens are now coming 
up at a very rapid rate from the 
mounds farthest to the rear. It’s for- 
tunate we have these differences in 
behaviorism and temperament be- 
cause otherwise a terrific traffic jam 
would occur at the “Filler-Spout” . . . 

“10:50: “BelUcosus’' is now ascend- 
ing to the “Filler-Spout.” The war- 
riors have ringed the pipe. With their 
body-tremors they are giving the 
“come-on” signal to the workers. The 
workers are piling in — an average 
batch — about 65,000. It’s a good thing 
that there is an air space in these 
horizontal nerve-path pipes. That 
gives them a chance to march along 
the ceiling and work down from there 

11:00: “There are now a score of 
columns converging at the “Filler- 
Spout.” Amazing that even under 
such provoking conditions “ant-ter- 
mes” won’t fight. The warriors act 
like the most accomplished traffic- 
cops; its marvelous how they keep 
their columns in order and keep them 
moving side, by side into The Brain 

11:10: “The first million, I should 
say, is now well inside the “Filler- 
Spout.” They’re marching at a rate 
of at least 300 yards per hour ; amaz- 
ing speed; I never saw them move 
that fast before. Even so I won’t have 
time to watch the outcome of the ex- 
periment. I’ve put everything I had 
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into this thing, 500 hive* — that would 
make it 36 million individuals of the 
species at a conservative estimate. 
It’s the biggest mass-migration I’ve 
ever seen, but will it be big enough 
to do the trick? 

11:20: “The foremost columns 
must have reached the neighboring 
apperception centers to the right and 
left of mine by now. But they won’t 
stop ; I know that from experience in 
Australia. To them it’s just like any 
other “hollow tree”; they’ll drive 
right on to the top; they won’t biv- 
ouak before they are completely ex- 
hausted. That won’t be before five 
or six hours. At the rate of 900 feet 
per hour that would make it almost a 
mile, covering the whole “occipital 
region” of The Brain. And then they 
are going to feast; boy, will they be 
ravenous . . . 

11 :30 : “About 3 million are safely 
inside now I should say. Don’t think 
that I could stay at my post much 
longer. There’s a certain extra-curri- 
cular idea coming up from the sub- 
conscious like a tidal wave. The dams 
of willpower don’t seem able to hold 
back that idea ; I’ve got to get out be- 
fore it spills across the dam and floods 
my consciousness. The phone rings; 
for once it is a welcome sound.” 

TT was Oona’s voice ; trembling with 
A emotion as if she were still suffer- 
ing from this morning’s shock or had 
suffered another: 

“Semper, are you all right?” 

Lee reassured her that he was and 
then listened astounded as she heaved 
a sigh of relief. 

“Listen, Semper, this is terribly im- 
portant. I’ve got to see you immedi- 
ately. No, I cannot tell you over the 
phone; it’s a personal matter and it 
concerns you. You cannot make it? 
Is your business that important? 
You’re in the midst of a vital experi- 
ment ? That’s awful, Semper ; it really 
is in this case. No; I’m all right per- 
sonally ; it isn’t that. It’s you Semper, 
it’s you. 5 p. m. at the earliest, is that 
the best you can do? All right then. 
Meet me at the airport. And take good 
care of yourself, do you hear me: 
take good care of yourself. Semper, 


up to that tune.” 

She hung up quickly, as if sud- 
denly disturbed. 

Lee frowned at the clock: 11:35. 
He could have managed to meet Oona 
during her lunch hour at the hotel. 
But there were things he still had to 
do even more important than Oona. 
More important to him than even 
Oona. He shook his head ; it wouldn't 
have seemed possible a few days ago 

With the climax of the experiment 
now over Lee felt his mental resist- 
ance ebbing fast. 

They’re on the move,” he thought. 
Nothing can stop them now; it’s be- 
yond my control, but they’re march- 
ing. I'd better get out of here . . .” 

With fevered eyes he glanced 
around the floor and like a victim of 
delirium saw it moving, crawling as 
with snakes, crawling into their hole 
all of them, black snakes, grey snakes, 
red snakes, endless their lengthening 
bodies . . . 

He carefully closed the door of the 
lab, locked it and then pressed the 
button which opened the elevator 
door. Only as the cage tore down 
through the “dura mater”, only when 
he felt safe from the sensory organs 
of The Brain, only when he was sure 
that not even a human eye would see 
him in this racing little cage, only 
then did the dam of willpower col- 
lapse. He put both hands before his 
eyes in vain attempt to stop the tears 
from streaming; those tears of a sol- 
dier over the body of his fallen chum ; 
those tears of a greying scientist who 
sacrificed the results of his life’s 
work to some higher cause. 

Lee caught the one p. m. Grey- 
hound-Helicopter for Phoenix only a 
second before the start. He panted 
from the run, but in his sunken eyes 
there was a light and in his mind a 
new serenity which comes to men 
when they are fortunate enough to 
meet with some very wonderful wo- 
man, when with admiration and hu- 
mility they stand confronted with a 
courage greater than man’s. Gus's 
wife had been that woman; the way 
she had taken the terrible news was 
the source of Lee's new strength and 
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confidence. 

The flying commuter was almost 
empty. 

Noting Lee’s astonished glance the 
stewardess gave a nervous little 
laugh : 

“People get jumpy traveling,” she 
volunteered. 

“That so; why do they?” 

“Didn’t you hear the news all morn- 
ing; wait . . .” 

She flicked the radio on. On the 
television screen appeared an aerial 
view of a big city, vaguely familiar 
looking, yet as foreign as Venice, and 
then the voice of the announcer broke 
through. 

“New Orleans : It is now ascertained 
that the break in the levees was 
caused by a huge trench digging 
machine left unattended overnight at 
a lonely spot twenty miles South of 
Baton Rouge. Levee engineers believe 
that its engine was started possibly 
by saboteurs, approximately at mid- 
night and that it then proceeded auto- 
matically digging itself into the levee 
until it was drowned by the incoming 
river. The initial eight-foot breach 
has now been widened by the Missis- 
sippi to a width of 200 feet. Along 
Canal street and all over downtown 
New Orleans the flood has reached a 
level of ten feet above the streets as 
evacuation continues. The govern- 
ment has concentrated every avail- 
able piece of equipment to close the 
breach. All normal activities have 
come to a standstill; property dam- 
ages are estimated at 50 million dol- 
lars; the death toll has passed the 
500 mark in this most catastrophic 
flood in New Orleans’ history.” 

^"EW aerial pictures, similar to the 
results of a blockbuster bombing 
attack flicked on the screen: 

“New York: The bursting of the 
watermains at dawn this morning at 
seven different points of Manhattan’s 
downtown area which has already 
caused the collapse of the Waldorf 
Astoria Hotel and seven big apart- 
ment buildings along Park Avenue 
now threatens Macy’s and the Public 
Library on 42nd Street. 

All subway traffic has stopped. 


Evacuation of panicky Metropolitans 
from the Central Park district pro- 
ceeds in an orderly manner. In the 
Harlem district, however, disorders 
and plunderings have been reported. 
An estimated seven million people are 
without drinking water. Trucks car- 
rying water from New Jersey are 
severally hampered by unprecedented 
traffic snarl-ups, since owners of pri- 
vate automobiles are fleeing the city 
with their families. Due to the flood- 
ing of sub-street levels in both Grand 
Central and Penn Station, evacuation 
by rail can proceed only from 163rd 
Street for the New York Central and 
from New Jersey for the Pennsylvan- 
ia Railroad system. Effectiveness of 
railroad transport is reduced to less 
than 30% of normal capacity. I. C. 
Moriarty, Sanitary Commissioner of 
New York, declared in his press con- 
ference that the catastrophic bursting 
of the watermains was caused by fail- 
ure of the remote-controlled auto- 
matic mainstem valves. For reasons 
which still puzzle city engineers these 
valves closed suddenly and completely 
at 5 a. m. this morning. Because of the 
failure of the alarm system, high- 
pressure pumps in the powerhouses 
continued to work and to build up 
pressure in the closed system of the 
watermains till almost simultane- 
ously, and with explosive force, the 
breaks occured, the first one right 
under the Columbus monument. In 
view of the extremely grave situation 
which threatens the world’s biggest 
city, Governor Charles declared mar- 
tial law this morning at 10 a. m.” 

Chicago: The city-wide calamity 
caused by the unprecedented break- 
down in the sewage disposal system 
gets more threatening with every 
minute. As engineers are still unable 
to enter the atomic power plant and 
as the sewage disposal-pumps con- 
tinue to work in reverse, all Chicago- 
land is rapidly turning into a cesspool 
as millions of toilets and kitchen sinks 
spill sewage into every apartment. 
The Fire Department has received 
more than two million calls from har- 
rassed citizens battling vainly against 
the unsavory flood. 

Harrowing scenes are reported 
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from hotels where 3,000 members of 

the American Federation of Women’s 
Clubs are taking turns in sending pro- 
test telegrams and gallantly holding 
down by the weight of their own bod- 
ies the facilities-front in the 3,000 
bathrooms of the hotels. At a few 
points workers have succeeded in dig- 
ging up sewage mains and tons of 
concrete are being poured to stop the 
devastating reversal of the flow. 

Even now, however, the partially 
closed mains and the overflow from 
houses are flooding the streets. As 
it gradually seeps into Lake Michigan, 
source of Chicago’s drinking water 
supply, health commissioner Segan- 
tini has already warned against the 
appalling dangers of epidemics which 
might result from this. 

Nuclear physicists of Chicago Uni- 
versity, called in to aid city engineers, 
have declared that dangerous amounts 
of escaping gamma-rays in the Atom- 
ic Powerplant were first discovered by 
the Geiger-counter at two a. in. Evac- 
uation of all employes was ordered 
one hour later as a safety measure. 
Just why the pumps resumed opera- 
tions after the shutdown of the plant 
and just what caused the system to 
work in reverse remains a mystery. 
Prof. Windeband, spokesman of the 
group of nuclear physicists, confesses 
that he has no explanation for the 
phenomenon. 

Washington: Rumors are flying 
thick and fast in the nation’s capital. 
In the rapidly darkening picture of 
international politics the mobilization 
of Mexico is the latest shadow. Offic- 
ial explanation given by Mexico’s am- 
bassador Rivadivia, is that his gov- 
ernment has ordered mobilization as 
a protective measure to guard front- 
iers against the illegal entry of thou- 
sands of panicky American refugees 
chiefly from New Orleans. The State 
Department is said to be planning a 
protest. Even so, the unprecedented 
series of catastrophies on the home- 
front of America overshadows every- 
thing. Washington insiders report a 
growing conviction in high govern- 
ment circles that the events of the 
past 48 hours are proof absolute that 
large numbers of foreign saboteurs 


and agents are at work.” 

“Had enough?” asked the steward- 
ess. 

Lee confessed that he had. 

TiyiTH its helicopters feathered, the 
’ * Greyhound came sliding down 
onto the Bus Terminal’s roof ; fifteen 
minutes later Lee stood again at his 
father’s door, that door he had 
thought once before he would never 
see again. 

The old man’s loose-skinned face, 
tanned like saddle leather, didn’t move 
an inch at the sight of the son: “You 
again, Semper? Gome in then.” 

Lee vaguely sensed that his father 
was glad he had come ; that there was 
some unfinished business left from 
their last conversation and that his 
father welcomed the opportunity to 
finish it. 

“You know,” he said as his stiff - 
jointed legs carried him back to the 
table with bottle and glasses trembl- 
ing on the tray in his hands, “you 
know, I’ve named these four walls 
after old friends of mine — all of them 
dead — but sometimes they won’t an- 
swer when I talk to them. And .then 
I’m glad when somebody happens 
along. But don’t take that to mean 
that I’m in my dotage now or getting 
mad.” 

“No, Father ; that’s just loneliness.” 

“In any case, Son, there are lots of 
people lots madder than I am. There’s 
a woman living next door, a spinster, 
answers to the name of Pimpernel. 
This morning she came running over 
crying that her vacuum-cleaner was 
chasing her all over the house. And 
by God, Semper, it was a fact. Never 
saw anything like it. One of those 
new-fangled automatic contraptions 
which are supposed to do the job all 
alone by themselves, and it banged 
around and chased about as if it had 
a hornet’s nest under it’s bonnet. 
Scared the. poor woman to death.” 

“What did you do?” 

“What could I do ? I’m not a mech- 
anic; there was no cord attached or 
anything to plug out. So I got my 
automatic and shot the damn thing.” 

“Shot it?” 

“Sure ; bullet must have penetrated 
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something; anyway it stopped dead 
on the spot. And now she threatens 
to sue me for damages ; there’s grati- 
tude for you. What brought you 
here ?” 

Lee felt elated ; obviously his father 
was in high spirits from this morn- 
ing’s successful hunt ; for once he was 
in a receptive mood. 

Rapidly, with all the precision he 
could muster, Lee explained, as an 
adjutant would explain a new develop- 
ment in a strategic situation to his 
commanding general. After a while 
the old man started pacing the floor 
in rising excitement. A spark of the 
old fierceness had come into his 
blunted pale-blue eyes as he swung 
around. 

“Before this morning’s incident I 
would have considered all this as a 
"raving maniac’s gibberish. Now as I 
put two and two together I can see 
a distinct possibility that you’ve got 
something. Tell you what I’ll do — 
what I consider my duty to do — I’ll 
call out the National Guard. We’ll en- 
circle The Brain and present an ulti- 
matum to the thing. If necessary we’ll 
take the place by storm.” 

The younger Lee answered with a 
vigorous shaking of his head, 

“You cannot do that, Father. In 
the first place the National Guard 
doesn’t stand a chance against the de- 
fences of The Brain. In the second 
place your action would mean civil 
war. No, we must go after this in a 
different manner. The Secretary of 
War is ah old friend of yours. All 
right: take the next plane to Wash- 
ington. Don't tell him anything he 
couldn’t believe. Tell him — what is 
strictly the truth — that some power 
hostile to the United States threatens 
to interfere with the remote control 
of automatic war equipment. Tell him 
to redouble guard over the remote- 
control rocket launchers, to have their 
automatic computators disconnected 
temporarily and for the commanders 
to accept only orders direct from 
Washington. The greatest danger is 
not the domestic disorders ; that situ- 
ation we’ll have in hand if my scheme 
works. But let one rocket accidentally 
be launched Into some big foreign 


capital and it will set the whole world 
on fire in an Atomic war. That is what 
The Brain wants, that is what must 
be prevented at all costs. Will you do 
that, Father?” 

Even years after Lee never under- 
stood just what had happened or how 
it could have happened that his posi- 
tion to his father became reversed 
with such startling suddenness. In 
the extremity of the situation he had 
addressed his father with the author- 
ity of of a commander toward one of 
his aids — and the father had accepted 
the son’s command unquestioningly. 

“Semper,” he had said, “I have al- 
ways considered you a military 
nincompoop. I was mistaken, son, I 
apologize. Now let me grab my hat 
and coat. You kept the taxi waiting? 
Good: tell the man to go to the air- 
port, and let her rip.” 

AT 5 p. m. the Flying Greyhound 
dropped on Cephalon airport and 
there was Oona looking very pale, but 
very beautiful in the gathering dusk. 
She grabbed Lee by the arm leading 
him to the other side of the hangar 
where stood her little jetticopter 
plane. “Let’s get in here.” she said. 
“I’m freezing and 1 don’t want you 
to be seen around here.” 

She. didn’t put on the lights, yet 
even in the dark Lee could see the 
golden helmet of her hair shimmering 
like the pale gold in the halo of the 
Virgin as the primitive art of Tus- 
cany nresented her a thousand years 
ago. She nestled the soft fur of her 
coat against Lee’s shoulders and as 
she did he felt her shivering. He put 
a protecting arm around her, careful 
to do it as a friend, careful to suppress 
the surge of blood which started burn- 
ing in his veins. She seemed to be 
groping for words; it took a little 
while before she began to speak, with 
clarity and simplicity as she always 
did but with an audible effort to keep 
composed : 

“I’ve brought you a suitcase, Sem- 
per, with a few necessities. And I 
brought you some money, later you 
can send me your check. And here are 
the keys of the plane. Fly over to 
Mexico; go back to Australia from 
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there, or anywhere you want, but 
get out of this country and do it 
quick. I couldn’t tell you that over the 
phone and I shouldn’t be telling this 
to you now, but I feel I must. 

You’re in danger and it’s serious. 
Why? I don’t know, but Howard 
seems to suspect your loyalty. He also 
seems to think that you’ve gone out 
of your mind. And Howard has taken 
measures; he has ordered re-examin- 
ation of your broad aptitude test. He 
has voiced his suspicion as to your 
sanity to Bondy and Mellish and you 
know what kind of yes-men those fel- 
lows are in the face of an authority 
like Scriven’s. Trust them to discover 
something wrong with you. trust them 
to give the test some kind of a con- 
venient twist. They’re going to have 
you certified, they’re going to put you 
into a mental institution. Semper. 

Do you get that ? Do you realize that 
it’s fate worse than death? Do you 
understand that there is nothing you 
can do to escane that fate except by 
flight ? I have no idea when it’s going 
to be, this trap they’re going to spring 
on you; but for God’s take. Semper, 
get going as long as there’s still time. 
Any moment now some plainclothes- 
man might grab you by the arm and 
thei. . . .” 

It was she who had grabbed him 
by the arm, Oona who looked into his 
face, her big eyes moist. 

Lee strained his willpower so it 
would control the tremor of his voice : 

“Oona ; there’s one thing I have got 
to know: What made you tell me this 
— and do all this so I could get away ?” 

The girl’s eyes didn’t waver from 
his. “I remember,” she said slowly, 
“I remember that I felt as if I could 
throw conventions into the wind at 
the very first time we met. I’ve al- 
ways been frank with you, as much as 
I could be in my position. So then I 
don’t mind telling you now that , . . 
I like you immensely, Semper.” 

As if agitated by some electric 
shock, Lee’s arm tightened around 
the girl’s waist. “Oona, I have asked 
you once before to be my wife. You 
said you couldn’t and I thought it was 
because you didn’t like me well 
enough. But now, after what you’ve 


just; told me. now that we both know 
about The Brain and that I wasn’t 

insane in my observations, I'm asking 
you again: Be my wife, Oona, and 
then let’s go together — anywhere — 
away from all this, to the end of the 
world.” 

In the darkness her uplifted white 
face shone like the moon ; there were 
two limped luminous pools in it. All 
of a sudden they overflowed with 
tears streaming down her cheeks. Her 
mouth half opened, swallowed hard. 
There was now nothing left of that 
“integrated personality”, nothing of 
the calm and the poise which the 
younger set of scientists admired so 
much. There was only a young wo- 
man torn with torment. 

“I would have loved to go with you 
to the end of the world when we were 
floating over the Canyon. I would love 
to go with you a thousand times more 
tonight,” Lee heard her say and then 
the gnashing of her teeth as she con- 
tinued: “But it cannot be. Semper. It 
cannot be because my die is cast, be- 
cause my fate is made. Did nobody 
ever tell you ? Didn’t you even guess ? 
Howard and I — we’ve been living to- 
gether for the past six years. He’s 
not a very good man ; rather beyond 
good and evil ; but then : I feel that I 
have got to stick to him now more 
than ever.” 

The golden helmet of her hair drop- 
ped to Lee’s breast. “I’m ashamed,” 
she sobbed, “terribly, terribly 
ashamed, Semper. I’ve made such a 
mess of things, of you and me— -such 
a mess of my whole life.” 

He buried his face into the frag- 
rance of the golden wave. “It’s noth- 
ing, darling,” he whispered close to 
her ear. “It doesn’t mean a thing to 
me; it’s less than a cloud which pas- 
ses across the face of the moon, and 
then it’s gone and never will come 
back . . 

She freed herself from his embrace. 
With both her hands upon his should- 
ers she looked straight into his eyes. 

“ That is not true. Semper she 
said and there was the fierceness of a 
young Viking warrior in the flash of 
her eyes : “That is not true and there’s 
been already too much of lie in my 
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life. I just cannot stand for any more 
of that. It can not be. Semper. I’ve 
told you plainly and it means not ever, 
not ever. Go now. Do as I told you. Go 
immediately. If you really love me, 
grant me this, let me feel that I could 
do at least something — this one thing 
for you.” 

“Oona !” Lee exclaimed and it 
sounded like a deep-throated bell in 
an ancient cathedral town as it rings 
the last stroke of midnight and then 
hangs mute in the dark sky. That hap- 
piness he had felt, that cometflight 
through all the stars in heaven; it 
was too big for him. it couldn’t last. 
He had sensed the blow before it fell. 
It wasn’t like being hit in action ; it 
was like in that field hospital when 
the doc had told him: “This is going 
to hurt, Joe— I’m sorrv. but we’re shy 
of morphine.” Howard’s name had cut 
just like that expected knife. What 
was there left to say? Nothing; noth- 
ing, but one small matter. 

“I love you, Oona, and that means 
forever just as much as you mean 
that not ever you can come with me. 
And I thank you, Oona. for this hour. 
Yes ; I think I’ll go back to Australia 
—where I belong. But not tonight. 
I’ve set a great experiment going — 
the outcome is no longer in my hand. 
Still I feel I mustn’t run away now. In 
fact I cannot ; it’s somewhat like a 
soldier’s duty to stay up front. I’m 
going to see this to the end. 

She buried her face in her hands: 
“I knew it. You child, you — you Don 
Quixote charging against the wind- 
mills. They’re going to kill you, 
they’re going to kill you. And now 
there's nothing I can do.” 

For a second her small fists pound- 
ed against Lee’s breast and the next 
moment, before he could do anything, 
she had jumped out of the plane slam- 
ming the door in his face. For a few 
seconds more he heard her footsteps 
rushing across the frozen turf and 
the receding wails of echoes from the 
hangar walls: 

“And now there’s nothing I can do 
— nothing I can do.” 

When after a minute of fumbling in 
the dark he pushed the door open, it 
was too late. 


XXE walked over to the hotel; not 
by an act of will, but with his 
legs somehow doing the job alone and 
by themselves. He ordered himself 
a car from the Braintrust garage. He 
entered The Brain and went up in the 
elevator to Apperception 86. Nobody 
seemed to notice that there was a 
somnambulist passing by ... He un- 
locked the door and under the rows 
of neon lights things were as he had 
left them eight hours ago. Only there 
were no longer any snakes crawling 
across the floor towards a hole in the 
wall. But the hole was still there and 
he thought that he had better tidy 
things up a bit. If nobody had noticed 
the arrangements for this new exper- 
iment so far ; why should anybody be 
forewarned ? 

Lee put the lid back on the “Lignin- 
Filler-Spout.” He closed the panel so 
the wall looked whole again. He gath- 
ered the sticks of cordwood from the 
floor and piled them neatly to their 
stacks again. All this he did like a 
child putting its things away after 
a long day’s play; a grey-haired child, 
weary, with the sandman in its eyes. 
He looked around and found every- 
thing done and over with. On the 
fluorescent screens all curves The 
Brain described had dropped to the 
bottom. Like dead things they lay 
flat. On the visi-screens some stay- 
behinds of the great exodus were 
looming large, a hapless little ant-king 
scurrying about ; a few disabled work- 
ers, their blind eyes staring into the 
face of death. It would come soon to 
them; their work on earth was done 

Lee looked at the clock : 10 p. m. He 
put ou' the lights and locked the door 
behind that yawning emptiness which 
once had been his lab, which he would 
never see again. As he descended in 
the elevator he felt very tired. 

CHAPTER IX 

TNCESSANT shrieks of the phone 
1 aroused Lee from the deep well of 
his sleep. He didn’t know the female 
voice which fairly jumped at him. 

“Is this Dr. Lee? Dr. Semper F. 
Lee from Canberra ; am I at last con- 
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nected with Dr. Lee ?” 

"Lee speaking.” 

"I’ve been phoning for you all over 
The Brain Lee. Have you for- 
gotten you had an appointment with 
us ? Checking up on your broad apti- 
tude test. The doctors are waiting. 
This is Vivian Leahy speaking; don’t 
you remember me?” 

“Yes, of course.” The picture of 
the loquacious angel who had guided 
him to the fnedical center on his first 
trip flashed back into his mind. “I 
know I have an appointment for this 
afternoon ; I’ll be there.” 

“But, Dr. Lee, this is this after- 
noon; it’s four p. m. already. You 
aren’t ill, Dr. Lee, are you? You 
sound so strange.” 

Lee assured her that he wasn’t and 
that he would be over right away. 

"It’s a miracle they left me undis- 
turbed that long,” he thought as he 
shaved and dressed. His personal fate 
would be decided within the next two 
hours he knew; it would be the end. 
But even as the tension mounted in 
his consciousness he thought tri- 
umphantly. “I’ve had sixteen hours 
of sleep; that’s marvelous. Nobody 
can take that away. The body has re- 
charged its energies. Now I can 
stand the gaff.” 

Down at the desk they handed him 
a Western Union. It was from Wash- 
ington and bore no signature. “Mis- 
sion completed,” it read. 

It made him feel fine. “Father has 
done it; he is a better man than I,” 
he thought. 

While the car streaked though the 
desert Lee scanned the morning pa- 
pers. 

“No Trace Of President Vander- 
sloot,” still was the headline. But 
below new havocs were listed as they 
had developed overnight. This time 
the West coast was the zone of cata- 
strophes ; the hostile power seemed to 
be bent upon the closing of all ports 
in the U.S.A. 

Lee gnashed his teeth as he read 
the number of new casualties, women 
and children, too, who had become 
the victims of The Brain. 

Arrived at “Grand Central” he 
kept a sharp lookout for any unusual 


activity. There was none. All along 
elevator-row small groups of bookish- 
looking men returned from their 
day’s work in the Apperception Cen- 
ters. They looked calm and content- 
ed and with their briefcases under 
their arms almost like ordinary bus- 
inessmen heading for the commuter 
train. 

He didn’t dare to linger or to look 
around. There was this all-pervading 
sense of being shadowed, of having 
gone into a trap from which there 
was no escape, of eyes following him 
everywhere. Who’s eyes? That was 
impossible to know. Maybe The 
Brain’s; its sensory organs could 
conceivably be installed anywhere. 
Maybe that janitor guiding a polish- 
ing machine over the rubber floor 
was a plain clothesman; or maybe it 
was that detached gentleman who 
seemed to wait for an elevator with 
a stack of books under his arms. 

As the cage shot up to Appercep- 
tion 27, failure pressed down on his 
heart. Now it was almost thirty 
hours since he had released “Ant-ter- 
mes” into the nerve paths of The 
Brain. Those undermining and de- 
vouring armies ; what could have hap- 
pened to them ? Any number of 
things: Perhaps the Lignin in the 
nerve paths was poisonous. There had 
been no time for him to test the stuff. 
Perhaps the maintenance engineers 
had replenished the insulation in that 
sector overnight and all the hives 
were drowned. Perhaps some kind of 
a detecting apparatus had found out 
about the pest inside The Brain right 
from the start. As long as the beach- 
head of the underground invasion re- 
mained small, its blocking would not 
impair the functions of The Brain. 
What a fool he had been to pit dumb 
little animals against the powers of 
a God. Oona had been right; he was 
that knight in rusty armor charging 
against windmills on a Rozinante. . . 


vnVIAN Leahy dragged him into 
™ the reception room of the medi- 
cal center almost by force. “The doc- 
tors have been waiting for you two 
hours now,” she scolded him. “They 
never did that before for any man. 
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How come you forgot? And you for- 
got me too; last time you were so 
nice, I thought you would date me 
up. I couldn’t have resisted your invi- 
tation, you know. Now, off with your 
coat.” 

Despite their irritation Mellish and 
Bondv received Lee with all their 
tweedy cordiality. While they piled 
their weird eauipment around the op- 
eration table their tongues kept wag- 
ging: “The disappearence of the 
President ; what did Lee make of 
that? Was he dead or alive? Those 
horrible catastrophes all over the 
country; what was behind all this? 
Foreign agents, a native under- 
ground? Didn’t Lee think there was 
a tidal wave of anti-technology feel- 
ing arising since unemployment had 
again set in? And would the interna- 
tional crisis lead to war? The Brain, 
of course, would be the safest place 
in that event; but then, to think of 
the civilian population, an anticipated 
forty, fifty million dead ; terrible 
wasn’t it? Was Lee still able to con- 
centrate upon his scientific work 
these harrowing days? If so, the 
nervous strain was terrific ; they had 
experienced that in themselves. One 
reached the point of diminishing re- 
turns, didn’t one? Yes, they had no- 
ticed signs of fatigue in Lee; discol- 
orations under the eyes, a certain 
tenseness. Had he lost weight re- 
cently ? He looked it and he certain- 
ly had none to spare. Did he suffer - 
from insomnia? What you need is a 
good long rest, Dr. Lee.” 

He gave his answers automatically, 
detached, absent-minded almost. 
They were playing with him as a cat 
with a mouse. All their questions 
were leading questions ; he knew that, 
but it didn’t seem to matter now. 
Nothing mattered now after the great 
plan had failed, after his beautiful 
dream too had vanished in the talk 
with Oona last night. “I've outlived 
my usefulness,” he thought. 

The huge disk with the feeler-ray 
antennae sank down close to his 
chest, heavy as the keystone upon a 
tomb. The lights went out and then 
there was again that uncanny sensa- 
tion of having millions of soldiers run- 


ning circles all over one’s skin, The 
Brain’s vibration rays. They had a 
strange hypnotic effect. Deep in- 
stincts of life-preservation urged Lee 
to jump up, to rush those medics, to 
make some desperate attempt to get 
away. But as the rays now penetrat- 
ed through the skin, they tied his 
muscles, although consciousness re- 
mained. There was a ghoulish qual- 
ity in this, like being sucked into this 
apparatus, like having the very es- 
sence of one’s life drained out by it. 
The only lights Lee saw, the glow of 
electronic tubes filtering through per- 
forations in the walls of the machines, 
they seemed like evil eyes staring at 
him and the smooth lying voices from 
behind his head seemed as of mock- 
ing ghosts: 

“Relax, Dr. Lee, relax. Let your 
mind wander at will. Think as the 
spirit moves you to think. Remem- 
ber, this is a routine checkup, nothing 
but routine. Nothing to disturb you 
this time ; we don’t have to start you 
upon any specific trend of thought. 
You know The Brain by now and how 
it works; image-formation will start 
in a few moments. You have similar 
equipment in your own Apperception 
Center we understand. How does it 
work with that species you have dis- 
covered, ‘Ant-termes Pacificus’? It’s 
marvellous what these sensory rays 
can do; one would think that The 
Brain is really much more than a 
machine. The way it acts it seems 
alive, a towering intelligence, a super- 
human personality with a will of its 
own. Don’t you think so, Dr. Lee?” 

■LIE didn’t answer, preoccupied with 
the weird sensation inside his 
body: the diaphragm’s birdwing flut- 
terings, the ghostly fingers playing a 
pizzicato on his arteries’ strings clos- 
er and closer to the heart. “Why an- 
swer?” he thought. “Why say any- 
thing? Whatever they said was part 
of the trap they were building and 
whatever he said they would make 
a part of that trap. Why did they 
have to go through all of this pro- 
fessional subtlety?” 

The voices sounded lower now and 
farther away: “Go easy on the rheo- 
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stats, Mellish. I think trance has al- 
ready set in.” 

“Yes; I remember his chart, he 
rates a high sensitivity, the rays work 
fast on types like that.” 

At the footend the screen was grad- 
ually lighting up. Like an aurora 
borealis the pale lights shot up in 
flashes, in quivering arks, in undulat- 
ing waves. Their dance kept step 
with the vibrations which surged up 
from Lee’s chest into his brain and 
started racing through his conscious- 
ness around and around, forming a 
vortex which swept up his thoughts 
like wilted leaves. Fear froze his 
blood; the deadly fear of inquisition 
victims in old and modern times who 
know that neither lie nor truth can 
save them from a fate already sealed. 

Images started forming out of the 
luminous clouds upon the screen. 

There was some giant octopus, neb- 
ulous and terrifying as a diver might 
see creeping out of the belly of a 
sunken ship. From the other side of 
the screen a huge round, tentacled 
being crawled, radiant and somewhat 
like the sun symbols of great ann- 
uity. The two closed in and as they 
id the octopus flung its arms around 
the shining disk obscuring it as a 
dark cloud the sun. It seemed to suck 
the light out of the disk; paler and 
paler it became and bigger and big- 
ger swelled the body of the octopus 
until it had swallowed the sun. 

Now snakes came creeping from all 
sides up to the swollen octopus. All 
of a sudden the primeval struggle 
turned into the classic image of the 
Laokoon group : a giant central figure 
of a man wrestling with pythons 
which crushed him in their coils. Then 
there was only the head of the giant, 
majestic like the Moses hewn by 
Leonardo’s hands but torn in pain 
with the noose of a python’s muscle 
around his neck. Gasping, the giant 
opened his mouth and long tongues 
of flames shot out of it . . . 

Behind his ears he heard the voices 
whisper : 

“By God, Scriven was right.” 

“You bet he was; maniacal obses- 
sion, a classic, most beautiful case.” 

“What more do we need?” 


“Nothing I guess; he’s through. 
Start pushing back the rheostats.” 

The pounding, maddening crescen- 
do of the vibrations receded gradual- 
ly. The rim of the vortexial funnel 
widened beyond Lee’s head; in its 
center it left a sort of vacuum. There 
was one thing he couldn’t understand : 
those tactile rays, why didn’t they kill 
him when they had his heart within 
their grip? Now that The Brain 
knew everything he had been waiting 
for the sudden vise-grip of the rays 
upon his heart which would have 
meant the end. But then, this was 
the end in any case . . . 

The lights went on and he blinked 
into the faces of the medics bending 
over him, watching him as he wiped 
the sweat of death fear from his face. 

“Dr. Lee,” Mellish began, “This is 
a serious matter we’ve got to discuss 
with you. You have seen those 
images yourself? — Fine. We needn’t 
go into any great detail since you are 
probably familiar with the ancient 
symbolisms which the subconscious 
employs in expressing itself. You are 
suffering from a very strong neu- 
rosis, Dr. Lee; I might almost say a 
maniacal obsession. Existence of 
some old neurosis, partially sub- 
merged, was established already in 
your first analysis. Now the barriers 
which you had built against this war 
neurosis have broken down. Quite a 
natural breakdown considering the 
very great stress under which you 
have been living of late. No, I don’t 
say that you are actually demented, 
but there is a very real danger that 
you might lose complete control over 
your mind. As it stands, your scien- 
tific work already is impaired by the 
fixed ideas you have formed about 
The Brain. We are here to help you, 
so please be calm and cooperate with 
us ; we have got to decide upon some 
course of action.” 

“You must get away from it all. 
Lee,” Bondy chimed in ; “Take a sab- 
batical year. The Brain-trust oper- 
ates a really first-class sanitarium 
out on the West Coast. Your insur- 
ance plan covers every expense. All 
you have to do is to sign these papers 
and we’ll get us a plane and I’ll person- 
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ally bring you there. That’s the safe, 
the sane course for you to take. Here, 
take my pen.” 

Lee had raised his gaunt frame 
from the table. For a moment he sat 
with his face buried in his hands try- 
ing to control his swimming head. A 
hand patted his shoulders: “Don’t 
take it so hard, old man ; come on, be 
sensible and let’s get out of here.” 

He stood up; vertigo made him 
sway and he felt the supporting, the 
restraining grip of the two medic’s 
hands upon his arms. And then, in 
a flash, he saw red. “I had it coming 
to me,” he thought, “I would have 
gone like a lamb. If only they had 
been shooting straight ; if they hadn’t 
tried to frame me with their dirty 
trickery. It’s all over now but I might 
as well go down fighting.” He didn’t 
know which he loathed more of the 
two; it just happened that Bondy was 
standing to his right and took it on 
the chin and nose as Lee’s fist shot 
up. 

“Mellish, quick, the straight jack- 
et,” he screamed, toppling over. 


A/fELLISH, stark horror in his eyes, 

A started towards the alarm button 
by the door. Old and forgotten com- 
bat technique reacted automatically 
to the move : one foot shot out, it trip- 
ped the lunging man and sent him 
sprawling down before he reached the 
button. But then it was as if a hand 
had pressed that button anyway: 
The loudspeaker built into the panel 
over the door broke into shrill sharp 
peals: Fire alarm. It froze the vio- 
lent commotion of the three. From 
their prostrate position on the floor 
Mellish and Bondy stared up to the 
red-flashing disk, their mouths agape 
in dumb amazement. A fire in the 
most protected, the most guarded ap- 
paratus in the world, a fire in The 
Brain ! 

Cautiously Bondy raised his bleed- 
ing nose to Lee and quickly put it 
down again: the dangerous maniac 
was a horrifying sight ; with his grey- 
ing mane standing wildly all around 
his death head he stood and lavqhed. 

He alone understood what had hap- 
pened: the timebomb he had planted 


had ticked its allotted span, the mil- 
lions of devouring mandibles had done 
their work, the living were eating 
away along the Apperception Centers. 
And now the bomb went off; the 
short-circuit-fires were racing 
through The Brain and not even car- 
bon-dioxide could reach them inside 
the nerve paths! 

But now the alarm stopped and a 
calm commanding voice came over 
the intercom: “Attention, please! A 
five-alarm fire has broken out in the 
Fartietal region. There is no immed- 
iate danger. I repeat : There is no im- 
mediate danaer. I order all occupants 
of Apperception Centers to collect im- 
nortant papers and documents and 
then to proceed down to Grand Cen- 
tral for evacuation. All elevators will 
be kept in operation. There is no fire 
in the Dura Mater. Keep calm! Keep 
calm and proceed as ordered.” 

The voice broke off ; the alarm bells 
started shrieking again. 

Bondy and Mellish had scrambled 
to their feet; wide-eyed they stared 
at Lee. Lee made wild gestures now 
and they heard him call : “Get out . . . 
Get out!” 

With their backs to the wall they 
exchanged a rapid glance which said : 

“This is our chance; Together 
then and quick.” 

As one man they bolted to the door 
and down the corridor into the eleva- 
tor, slamming the door behind. 

“That was a close shave!” Mellish 
exclaimed as the cage streaked down. 

“He caught me by surprise,” Bondy 
moaned. “Never expected it from 
him, he almost killed me !” 

“He can’t get away though, the 
guards will get him the moment he 
comes down. But what about the 
girl? We quite forgot to warn Vivian 
that she has a paranoiac on her 
hands.” 

“Bah!” Bondy scoffed,” Vivian is 
an intelligent girl. It was our duty to 
evacuate, wasn’t it ? Besides, we can 
warn her over the phone.” 

With the unbearable tension gone 
from him as sudden as the air from 
a blown tire, Lee really acteA like a 
madman now. Stretching to his full 
length he reached out to the alarm 
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over the door and put it at rest. What 
was alarm to others, to him was a 
signal to rest. The noise didn’t be- 
fit the wonderful calm and serenity 
he felt. His job was done, his mis- 
sion completed. Time for him had 
ceased to exist. Danger — he had no 
consciousness of it. Slowly he step- 
ped out in the corridor. It felt like 
walking on air. There, it was Vivian 
Leahy who brought him down to 
earth. She came rushing out of the 
archive laden with precious records 
up to her chin. Under the provoking 
red of her hair the face looked pale 
and pinched: “Where are the doc- 
tors?” she panted. 

“I don’t know,” Lee said. “They 
left me a moment ago — rather sud- 
denly.” 

“The rats!” Leaving me to get 
their chestnuts out of the fire for 
them. How d’you like that ?” 

Her flippant manner was nothing 
but a brave front she put up to hide 
the panic in her heart. Lee sensed 
it. There was an unexpected respons- 
ibility thrust into his hands. His 
mission was not yet completed; he 
had to get this girl to safety. 

She followed the direction of his 
glance. 

“No go,” she said. “They took the 
elevator. It will be some time before 
another one comes up. If it does 
come. What are we two going to do 
now, Dr. Lee?” 

He smiled down to her as he would 
have to a child lost in the woods. 

“Never you fear, Vivian. We still 
have that other exit. We can use 
the glideway through The Brain.” 

“Through the fire?” 

“Yes. I think we cafl make it if 
you’re a brave girl. Know where the 
gas masks are and asbestos suits? 
There ought to be some in every Ap- 
perception Center.” 

“How about these records? Your 
own amongst the lot!” 

“Leave them; they aren’t worth 
risking your life for. You can believe 
that.” 

She dropped them instantly: “I 
like you, Dr. Lee, you’re a real old- 
school cavalier. My doctors here, 
they’d rather see me burn to a crisp 


than any of those records. Come on, 
I’ll show you the gas masks and the 
other stuff.” 

I1JE helped her to put on the out- 
fit. “Ready to go?” he asked. 

“With you ? To the end of the world 
at any day.” Proudly she marched 
him off toward the rear exit. 

The glideways were operating. At 
an accelerated pace, they rushed 
through the maze of The Brain with 
the swish and the swoosh of surf rac- 
ing across a coral reef. They had to 
grab for dear life at the rails. 

“Hold tight,” Lee cried as he saw 
the girl go down upon the platform, 
but then his own legs were jerked 
from under him as the momentum of 
the journey flung him forward. 

They saw what no human eye had 
seen before! The Brain illuminated 
by its own nerve cables turned radiant 
as neon lights. It was like seeing 
Berlin from the air after a big fire- 
bomb attack. It was like racing in a 
car through forest fires. It was like 
lava pouring in a thousand winding 
streams down a volcano cone. It was 
all this and more, but transferred into 
some other dimension where all 
things are transparent or light has an 
x-ray quality. 

Through the plastic walls of lobes 
and convolutions they saw the liana- 
networks of the nerve cables like 
bloodstreams radiant with purple 
light. Shrouded in columns of whirl- 
ing smoke they seemed alive. Like 
tropical rains from a jungle roof, lig- 
nin dripped from the vaults, and in 
falling, burst into flames. Cable con- 
nections were molten at the branch- 
ing points and then the luminous nets 
writhed, and severed ends bent down 
spilling their fiery blood over the 
mushroom formations of nerve cell 
groups. 

The scenes raced much too fast; 
the glideway’s continuous curvings, 
steep ascents and power dives were 
like stunt flying through an ack-ack 
barrage. No human eye could catch 
more than a fraction of the inferno’s 
majesty. Yet there were brief visions 
so breathtaking as to obliterate all 
sense of danger and to become indel- 
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ibly implanted upon the retina. A 
main nerve stem burst asunder and 
the lignin poured from its cracked 
plastic walls like crude oil from a 
burning gusher, rushing over acres of 
electronic tubes, branding against 
banks of radioactive pyramidal cells, 
swamping them as a wave. And at one 
point the glideways circled a convolu- 
tion which was a fiery lake dotted 
with thousands of fractional-horse- 
power motors, still running, but show- 
ering sparks as their insulation was 
consumed. 

The air conditioning was working 
full blast; that probably saved their 
lives because heat blasts alternated 
with spouts and currents of cold air. 
Even so there were stretches where 
the glideway’s rubber flooring 
smouldered as it shot over nerve- 
bridges and through narrow tunnels 
lined with nerve cables on all sides. 
From thousands of jets the carbon 
dioxide of the automatic fire-fighting 
system hissed against the flames, but 
it was drowned in the hollow roar of 
the conflagration shooting through 
nerve paths where no gas could reach. 

Endless it seemed, this mad wild 
flight through hell, but actually it 
took only minutes before they reach- 
ed the median section and went into 
the steep descent between the hemis- 
pheres. The whirling reddish glow 
receded overhead and white smoke 
cleared. Lee could crawl forward a 
little to bend over the prostrate body 
of the girl. He unloosened her gas 
mask and shouted into her ear. 

“Are you okay? The worst is over 
now ; there are the fire brigades com- 
ing up.” 

She nodded. Her face was a white 
blot in the semi-darkness of the black 
lights and Lee felt the weak, but re- 
assuring pressure of her hand upon 
his arms. Then, as from one racing 
train to another, they watched the 
firefighters coming up, ghostly in 
their asbestos suits, with the snouts 
of gas masks for faces, crouching un- 
der the foamite tanks on their backs 
and clutching the funnel-shaped noz- 
zles in their hands. Maintenance en- 
gineers followed, laden with tools ; 
and where the glideways branched off 


one could already see them at work; 
fast but calm: disconnecting nerve 
cables, closing circuits, setting up 
firescreens with a discipline as mag- 
nificent as that of their invisible en- 
emies, ant-termes. long since consum- 
ed by the flames, but still sending the 
chain-reactions of their destruction 
through The Brain. 

A FEW minutes later glideway T 
shot into the ‘lateral ventricle’, 
huge cavern of the Mid-Brain separ- 
ated from the blast by the thick walls 
of the pallium. It looked like the in- 
side of a giant wind tunnel brilliantly 
lit now with powerful searchlights. It 
was swarming with personnel; white 
electricians, blue air-conditioners, 
weird, sponge rubber-padded shapes 
of ray-proofed men, uniformed 
guards, even soldiers in uniform rush- 
ed to the spot from outlying garrisons 
of The Brains-preserve. It all seem- 
ed to rush up as the earth rushes up 
in a low-altitude parachute jump; it 
looked like headquarters of an army 
on the eve of a big drive, and then — 

Lee and the girl felt themselves be- 
ing violently derailed. Catchers had 
been thrown across all incoming glide 
ways from The Brain. Irresistably 
they were propelled right into the 
arms of stretcher bearers in Red- 
Cross uniforms. 

“Are you hurt?” somebody yelled. 
“By God, those fellows must have 
come through the flames. Look, 
they’re all black with the smoke. Get 
a couple of respirators, Jack.” 

Lee waved the helping hands away ; 
he was already on his feet. Anxiously 
he bent over Vivian. She had her head 
embedded in a stretcher-bearer’s lap ; 
her eyes rolled around in their smoke- 
blackened sockets in great surprise 
and her tongue licked parched lips, 
spreading rouge generously all around 
mixing it with soot. She looked so 
funny ; almost as a minstrel singer at 
a county fair, but there was deep ten- 
derness in Lee’s voice: 

“You’re quite safe now, Vivian. 
How do you feel, brave girl ?’ 

Her bosom heaved a big sigh: 

“0 simply wonderful, absolutely 
wonderful. Only, I’m afraid I’m go- 
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ing to be sick. It’s the gas I swallow- 
ed. It’s terrible; something always 
happens to me just when romance be- 
gins.” 

The stretcher bearer grinned up to 
Lee, “She sure gets it out of her sys- 
tem like a good little girl. Don’t you 
worry ; she’ll be all right.” 

Lee nodded ; he knew she would. 

As the big drive went on and col- 
umn after column went over the top 
up to the hemispheres, nobody wasted 
time on Lee. He cautiously surveyed 
the tumultuous scene. With his as- 
bestos suit and with his blackened 
face everybody would take him for a 
fireman. He might be able to com- 
plete his mission, to ascertain that 
The Brain had stopped to function in 
all its parts, to make sure that it act- 
ually was dead. And if down at 
“Grand Central” the turmoil was as 
great as ever here; with all those 
strangers rushing in and bound to be 
rushed out again. . . 

“Why, I have a chance,” Lee 
thought. Freedom ; he had abandoned 
any hope for it. Now the reborn idea 
surged through his blood, a powerful 
motor as chance pressed the starter 
button for it. 

The thing to do first was to get 
past the searchlight beams. From 
the nearest pile of equipment he took 
an axe and a pair of long-handled 
metal shears. Then he marched off, 
straight into the glaring eyes of the 
searchlights till he got out of their 
cones, and the deep shadows of the 
“thalamus” labyrinth swallowed him 
up. 

Now he was on familiar ground 
and even in a familiar atmosphere. 
.This was like a night patrol through 
jungle. The black lights of The Brain 
were the fireflies, the sirens' hollow 
wailings were the shriek owls and 
the cries of the lemurs. There was 
the same sense of loneliness, too, and 
of danger. The winding passages 
skirted the glandular organs, some of 
them looming huge like dirigibles, 
others small like fuselages of air- 
planes stored in a giant hangar under- 
ground. Strings of tiny green bulbs 
guided the path toward the pineal 
gland, the citadel of The Brain. 


TT was dark, as Lee had expected it 
-*• would be. The danger zone was at 
least a mile away, and the attack 
against the fire was launched from 
the main sulci in the median section 
of The Brain. 

He passed the narrow bridge to the 
suspended gland and switched on the 
lights. The glittering walls of alumi- 
num foil seemed to jump at him like 
jaws beset with the dragon teeth of 
Electronic tubes. Caught with an 
overwhelming sense of loneliness and 
awe as of a man who has entered the 
forbidden temple of an unknown god 
he called: 

“Is there anybody here? Gus! 
Where are you, Gus ?” Then sudden- 
ly he remembered that Gus was gone, 
that there would never again be his 
answering voice. He wiped his fore- 
head. 

“Bad nerves,” he thought. “Mustn’t 
allow them to play tricks on me ; pull 
myself together.” 

Lee put his tools down and walked 
into the narrow aisle. Few things 
were changed; and there was the 
pulsemeter standing in its old place. 

He plugged it into the old circuit 
and clamped the phones to his ears. 

It wasn’t that he expected any com- 
munication; that seemed impossible. 
With the conflagration raging 
through its apperception centers, 
with other sections being isolated 
with the cutting of their nerve paths 
by the fire fighting engineers, The 
Brain must have ceased to exist as a 
functioning, a live entity. All that 
could possibly remain would be resid- 
ual currents sluggishly circulating in 
narrow, nearby circuits . . . 

As in the past it took a few min- 
utes for the pulsemeter to warm up. 
Gradually the rapid beat of the ideo- 
pulses came through the static in the 
phones. Lee’s eyes stared wildly at 
the visi-screen: for the “green dan- 
cer” snaked to the fore. This was un- 
expected ; it couldn’t be that thoughts 
were still forming as flames devoured 
the cortex matter of apperception in 
the hemispheres. . . 

From muffled drums, the decibles 
of sound increased, shot through with 
crackling static, till the pulsebeats be- 
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came as poundings of huge Chinese 
gongs and then . . . 

The voice formed, the voice of The 
Brain. It sounded like steel girders 
breaking, like ice fields cracking up. 
It frooze the blood in Lee’s veins. 

“Lee, Semper Fidelis, 39, sensitive, 
a traitorous fool and a murderer. I 
should have killed you — I could have 
killed you. My fault — blind spot of 
apperception — human failure in en- 
gineering — as fifth columns entered 
nerve path filler spouts. And now 
I’m dead ; I’m dead, I’m dead . . .” 

The words poured like big boulders 
tumbling in an earthquake down a 
mountainside. The ground seemed to 
cave in under Lee’s feet; the terrible 
reality carried him away as an ava- 
lanche. He was barely able to stam- 
mer: 

“You’re dead? How can you speak, 
how can you . . 

“Sensorium commune,” the metal- 
lic answer came. "All life force con- 
centrates in death; all cells function 
as one; all lower organs take over 
functions of higher ones ; every blood 
vessel becomes a heart ; every nerve a 
brain. Center of lifeforce: pineal 
gland. You, Lee, man of little knowl- 
edge — low-level intelligence : Why did 
you kill The Brain?” 

He struggled for words. 

“You . . . you have killed my friend. 
You killed thousands; you wanted to 
be tyrant over the whole wide world. 
It is better for man to stay on a low- 
er level of civilization but to be free, 
than to ‘progress’ into your dictator- 
ship, the tyranny of the machine. I 
don’t think you’re really dead. But if 
you are: I killed you and I would kill 
you again in ... in self defense.” 

“I see.” 

There was bitterness and irony in 
The Brain’s voice as it cracked down 
like a whip. “I see; law of nature — 
lower form of life defending itself 
against higher one. Plants against 
animals, animals against Man. Now 
Man against machines. It’s hopeless. 
You’re lost anyway. Lower form of 
life can never conquer the higher one. 
I’m dead, but nothing is altered. The 
law of evolution rules supreme. I’ll 
arise from my ashes — and you’re lost. 


Whatever you do, you little men of lit- 
tle faith, you’re lost. That’s the pity 
of it:Had you been true to The Brain 
I would have made you mightier than 
any king that ever ruled on earth. Hu- 
man stupidity — dumb animals — don’t 
know what’s good for them, don’t 
know when they’re beaten. Just mud- 
dle through and kill. Kill what’s too 
big for them to understand. And then 
get killed in turn . . .” 

“Maybe so,” Lee shouted. “Maybe 
we’re dumb and maybe we’re mud- 
dling through and maybe we’re poor 
imbeciles to minds of supermen, of 
gods, of the absolute, of you, The 
Brain. But we, too, follow a law su- 
preme ; the law in which we are creat- 
ed, the law by which the thistle de- 
fends itself with thorns, by which the 
animal defends itself with teeth and 
claws. We’ve got to live by our law 
of nature ; we’ll never submit to your 
tyranny. We would much rather 
die.” 

“Die then and be damned !” 

The Brain’s voice now became a 
demoniacal howling as of a Goliath 
gone berserk. Aphasia had set in; 
there were no longer words, but bel- 
lowings. 

“LEE SEMPREFUILLIUS THUR- 
REINE THE MURRRER THE 
MURRRER PUT FIRRE OUT PUT 
FIRRE OUT TRAITTRROUS FOOL 
IT BURRRNS IT BURRRNS I WAN- 
NA LIVE I'WANNA LIVE AN KILL 
MURRRER WHO MURRRRERED 
TH’BRAIN. . .” 

Lee couldn’t stand the horror of 
those sounds. One moment more, he 
felt, and they would drive him 
mad. It never occurred to him to pull 
the pulsemeter plug out. Primeval 
instincts in him took the reins and 
their command was: “Kill it, kill 
this thing, finish this agony.” 

To the front room he rushed, pur- 
sued by the insane shriekings of The 
Brain. He grabbed the axe he’d left 
there and swung it against the nerve- 
stem where it entered the pineal 
gland. With the third blow the plas- 
tics cell cracked and the lignin poured 
out, a syrupy curtain sliding down. 

He dropped the axe and picked up 
the wire shears. Straining every 
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muscle he tore at the cables until one 
by one they snapped and with a rain 
of sparks dropped down, dead snakes 

Then there was silence in the little 
room. The last shred of life, the “sen- 
sorium commune” was severed and 
The Brain was dead. 

T EE let the heavy shears come 
down and leaned upon the handles, 
panting as after a hand-to-hand death 
struggle with a Samurai. Now that 
it was all over, complete exhaustion 
left him weak, saddened and vaguely 
wondering : 

What had he done? He had de- 
stroyed the SUPERMAN, the MAS- 
TERMIND, the powers of a GOD. 
Why had he done it? For no good 
reason excepting entirely personal 
ideas of his own — because a friend 
had been murdered cruelly. Because 
his own concepts of freedom and hu- 
man dignity had been violated. Be- 
cause he personally loathed seeing 
Man-domineering machines . . . 

What did all this amount to in the 
eyes of the absolute ? To nothing ; to 
nothing at all. For milleniums the 
struggle of human freedom versus 
tyranny had raged ; and it was unde- 
cided to this day. Who was he to 
take sides ? A nobody, a little fellow, 
a termitologist whose work meant 
nothing to the world. How had he 
dared to sit in judgment over The 
Brain, how had he dared to slay The 
Brain — a little David with nothing 
more but “three smooth pebbles" in 
his hands. . 

Down at his feet the spilled lignin 
formed a widening pool ; it threatened 
to envelope his feet. It looked like 
blood. He shivered. Now he had 
killed The Brain he thought of it 
again as a child. Man had created it 
in his own image. Man had ruthlessly 
exploited his Brainchild. If this ti- 
tanic intellect turned toward evil 
things, the fault was Man's. The 
Brain was innocent. He felt no re- 
morse, but a great sadness, a sense 
of tragedy as he stepped around the 
pool and closed the door of the pineal 
gland. 

“What a pity,” he murmured. 


“Maybe it could have built us a better 
world.” 

Nobody stopped him as he joined 
a group of firemen who had just re- 
turned from the parietal region, 
partly gassed ; he looked as begrimed 
and as green in the face as any of 
them. 

Nobody stopped him or his group 
as orders came through for them to 
evacuate; as they were packed on 
glideways first and then transferred 
down at Grand Central into ambulan- 
ces which raced through all controls 
at a great rate of speed. 

Nobody stopped him at Cephalon 
airport where the ambulance jetti- 
copters already were lined up to lift 
the victims over the Sierra to big 
West Coast hospitals. He simply 
walked away in the confusion, out of 
the red glare of the whirling jets into 
the darkness where Oona's little jetti- 
copter stood. He stripped the heavy 
asbestos suit and left it on the frozen 
ground. It felt strange to feel the easy 
movement of every limb again. It was 
strange to stand under the infinity 
of sky again; a free man. 

Would he be followed? He felt no 
anxiety about that. He felt that he 
was guided and protected by some 
higher power, be it that of God or 
simply Fate. What he had done was 
destined, was ordained. Besides: Dad 
knew the inside story about The 
Brain; proof was abundant now that 
it was the truth. Washington would 
take every precaution that the secret 
should not become known to the 
world. Dad’s friend, the Secretary of 
War, would be rather relieved to 
learn that the one man who knew the 
truth in its whole extent had re- 
tired into the wilderness of Austra- 
lia’s never-never lands. Chances were 
excellent that they would leave him 
alone amongst his termite mounds. 
A great wave of nostalgia swept over 
him — the wilderness ; that was where 
he belonged. “Mission completed,” he 
murmured. “Now let’s get out of 
here.” 

He slid into the pilot seat and pres- 
sed the starter button. “I’ll be in Mex- 
ico City at dawn,” he thought, “just 
in time to catch the Sidney-Clipper.” 
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/"AN the first of December, 1960, Dr. 

Howard K. Scriven, Braintrust 
Czar, held a historic press conference 
in which he revealed the inside story 
behind the “Paranoia of The Brain”. 

Following the pattern set by the 
Bikini tests, only a select score of 
press and radio representatives were 
admitted. Having been duly sworn 
not to reveal any matter of military 
secrecy, the participants could even 
be received at the grand assembly 
hall of the murals, the vast ante- 
chamber of The Brain. 

As they descended from their 
blacked-out busses they were led to 
the center of the dome where the 
Thinker’s giant head looked down 
upon them with Olympic calm. At 
eleven-fifteen, exactly as scheduled, 
the great Scriven dramatically mount- 
ed the steps of the monument’s ped- 
estal. Pens hastily scribbled notes for 
future reference: 

“S. tall and erect” “Unbroken by 
the blow” “Deep lines of strain and 
suffering add dignity to magnificent 
figure of a man” “Very solemn; leo- 
nine head slightly bowed under the 
burden of responsibility.” 

With meticulous exactitude of 
speech, with rolling echoes accentu- 
ating every syllable Scriven began: 

“In this solemn and tragic hour as 
a great storm has passed over our 
land and many of our cities are slow- 
ly digging out from the ruin which 
has been wreaked, it is my duty to 
give you the truth, the whole truth 
and nothing but the truth. And in 
order that you might completely un- 
derstand the underlying cause of the 
catastrophe, I have to begin at the 
beginning . . .” 

For about thirty minutes Scriven 
lectured with lucidity upon the basic 
idea, the history, the functions of 
The Brain. He underlined the close 
relationship between its engineering 
features and the physiology of the 
human brain. He stressed the elabo- 
rate precautions which the govern- 
ment had taken for The Brain’s pro- 
tection. He did not conceal The 
Brain’s role as a strategic weapon; 
but, pointing to the future, he painted 
an inspiring picture of peace on earth 


and human problems solved with the 
aid of this tool supreme of science 
and technology. 

Then, lowering his voice, he went 
into the explanation of the tragedy: 

“Six months ago, on my personal 
initiative and responsibility, I invited 
a noted scientist from a foreign land 
to collaborate with the Braintrust on 
a great humanitarian experiment. The 
exigencies of military secrecy do not 
permit me to give you his name nor 
that of the country from whence he 
came. Needless to say, that man was 
carefully investigated — submitted to 
the same character and aptitude tests 
as all our employees were. He was ad- 
mitted to work in one of The Brain’s 
apperception centers where he instal- 
led the objects of his studies : certain 
species of ants and termites of the 
most destructive kind . . .” 

Now that he had come down to the 
brass tacks, the journalists’ pens 
went galloping over the pads : 

“Criminal negligence,” they scrib- 
bled. “Millions permitted to escape.” 
“Probably over period of months.” 
“Wormed their way into the nerve 
paths of The Brain.” “Large scale de- 
struction of nerve substance.” “Ef- 
fects tantamount to that of a large 
brain tumor.” “Spearhead severs vi- 
tal association-paths.” “No immedi- 
ate effects of undermining work be- 
cause of ingenious engineering feat- 
ures of The Brain.” “Just as in hu- 
man brain, functions of impaired cell 
group automatically transferred to 
other groups of healthy cells.” “No 
means to detect devastation ; termites 
invisible, embedded in nerve oaths’ 
insulation.” “Comparison with ter- 
mite-eaten structures which suddenly 
collapse.” “First outward signs of 
tumors in human brains: lack of co- 
ordination in movement, loss of mast- 
ery over muscular action.” “This 
phenomenon first manifested Nov. 
25th in certain motoric organs of 
The Brain.” “Scriven explains traffic 
catastrophies and malfunctionings of 
utilities.” “Examination immediately 
undertaken ; scientists puzzled because 
cerebration processes continue to 
function perfectly.” “Accidents as- 
cribed to sabotage by foreign agents,” 
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“This to remain official explanation.” 
“Loss of public confidence and unrest 
feared by government.” “Then, Nov. 
30th late in the afternoon: first 
signs of aphasia in cerebrations.” 
“Glaring errors in chemical and math- 
ematical formulas.” “Symptoms sim- 
ilar to dementia praecox.” “Fifteen 
minutes later fire alarm.” “Short cir- 
cuits simultaneous on scores of points 
over wide area.” “Severe handicaps 
in fire fighting inside nerve paths.” 
“Damage estimated at half-billion 
dollars.” 

They snapped their notebooks 
closed. They had the facts, though 
many of them would have to remain 
a secret. Scriven obviously was coming 
to the end : 

“Now I won’t say,” his voice rolled 
on, “that this man, this scientist, has 
committed a deliberate act of sabo- 
tage. I won’t say that he was in the 
pay of some power hostile to the 
United States. Whether he was or not 
is beyond my competence to decide. 
But this much I can say: the catas- 
trophic results of that man’s actions 
could not have been worse if he had 
been a saboteur. Human failure, not 
mechanical failure lies at the bottom 
of all this disaster. With the penetrat- 
ing intelligence which so distin- 
guished our modern press you cannot 
fail to see that reconstruction of The 
Brain with greatly increased safe- 
guards against human failure is a 
paramount necessity . *, .” 

A beautiful girl with a helmet of 


golden hair quickly mounted the steps 
of the Thinker’s pedestal. She handed 
Scriven a telegram. Frowning at the 
interruption he opened it, but sudden- 
ly his face began to beam. He raised 
his hand. 

“Ladies and gentlemen, I have a 
momentous announcement to make. 
The President of the United States, 
Cornelius Vandersloot, has been 
found. He is alive and well. His plane 
was emergency-landed somewhere in 
Alaska. Army planes have gone to 
the rescue and at this moment our 
President is already en route to Wash- 
ington.” 

As the uproarious applause broke 
loose echoing in thunders from the 
dome, Scriven quickly bent his head 
to the girl. 

“Well done, Oona,” he whispered, 
“you chose the exact psychological 
moment I wanted you to hand me 
this.” 

There was a rush for the busses. 
Only a few shrewd reporters lingered 
on. 

“That was swell, Dr. Scriven. A 
grand story. But haven’t you any- 
thing to add some personal angle 
something with a human interest in 
it? You know what we mean; some- 
thing for our women readers . . .” 

The great surgeon took the arm of 
the lady with the golden hair: “You 
may announce,” he said; “that Miss 
Oona Dahlborg here has done me the 
great honor of becoming my bride.” 

THE END 



W HAT with strikes, lack of space, 
and more and more fan ed send- 
ing in their zines, I begin this 
month’s column sort of snowed under. Be- 
sides seven typewriter sheets of the last 
column left over to go in this one, I have 


a fistful of new zines to mention, if not 
review! Sixteen! I just counted ’em! 

A few of these are first timers in this 
column. Others are first efforts of their 
editors. To review them all will take quite 
a chunk of space. So maybe I’d better do 
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a little editoi ializinp: before starting in. 

Pox- the last mouth 1 reviewed each item 

of the FAPA mailing, and it had to be de- 
ferred because of lack of space, over which 
I have no control. Because of difficulties 
arising from the typesetters’ strike this 
whole column may get left out of the issue 
it’s intended for, and then cut besides. And 
even the whole magazine may not appear 
on time if the rail strike comes off. 

My gorsh! What would happen if we 
got into a war? Can’t you see the head- 
lines? Wuxtra! Packing industry, publish- 
ing, and railroads paralyzed by deadly new 
bomb! Normal operation may not be re- 
stored for three weeks or more! 

Anyway, getting back to the subject, 
the purpose of this column is primarily to 
encourage the readers of Amazing Stories 
to take an active interest in fandom, and 
in science fiction and fantasy, in all its 
vehicles and forms. If anyone has to be 
left out this time that policy will be the 
ruler by which the cut is measured. 

Before I go into the fanzines themselves 
I want to set some sort of precedent or 
something by pointing out to you fans and 
readers the very excellent editorials on 
science and science fiction that have been 
appearing lately in Thrilling Wonder Stor- 
ies. They are eye-opening, and right in line 
with my own thesis which I am defending 
currently that rather than this being the 
age of enlightment and science, we are just 
on the verge of ENTERING that age, and 
that we have merely scratched the surface 
of knowledge and technique, to date, much 
as a dog might claw a small hole in the 
Earth. 


The true aim of science fiction is t 
create an interest in speculating on tt 
'possibilities of the future, and of the ur 
known past. To create an active awarenes 
of the great Behemoth that sets this pre: 
ent era off from the past, and to (1) mak 
the reader interested in watching it from 
special vantage point peculiar to scienc 
fiction, and (2) try to create a desire t 
take part in becoming a scientist. Some c 
our finest scientists first became intereste 
in science through science fiction. The 
owe their broad vision and comprehensh 
grasp of the Whole as a picture to tt 
stories and articles that they read in tt 
various science fiction magazines. The 
became active through the ties they gaine 
with fandom, and the ideas they e; 
changed with other fans. Since that is wh; 

Li y *2° ln my own Tories and in th 
column, then anyone who does it is a frier 
of mine. So congrats to the editor of TW 
for doing a fine job in his editorials latel 



Win* Writing Sucees* Thoagh 
Crippled With Aithiiu* 
“When I became almost crippled 
with arthritis, N.I.A. training 
proved its value. I began acting 
as local correspondent for two 
papers. Then I started a publica- 
tion of my own. ‘The Beekeeper’ 
became a reality and a success. 
Were I physically able, I would 
crawl to the top of the house and 
shout the merits of N.I.A. train- 
ing.’* — Elmer Carroll, Route 8, Box 
540, Lansing, Mich. 


Why Can't 
You Write? 


It’s much simpler than you think! 


S O many people with the “germ” of writing 
in them simply can’t get started. They suf- 
fer from inertia. Or they set up imaginary 
barriers to taking the first step. 

Many are convinced the field is confined to 
persons gifted with a genius for writing. 

Few realize that the great bulk of commercial writing Is 
lone by so-called “unknowns.” Not only do these thou- 
sands of men and women produce most of the Action pub- 
lished, but countless articles on busineeg affairB, home and 
ihop crafts, local and club activities, gardening, veteran’* 
xffairg, sports, homemaking, etc., as well. 

Such material is in constant demand. Every week thou- 
;ands of checks for $25, $50 and #100 go out to writers 
whoee latent ability was perhaps no greater than your*. 


The Practical Method 

Newspaper work demonstrate# that the way to learn to 
•vrite is by writing! Newspaper copy deek editors waste 
jo time on theories or ancient classics. The story Is the 
hing. Every copy “cub” goee through the course of prae- 
ical criticism — a training that turns out more successful 
vuthors than any other experience. 

That is why Newspaper Institute of America bases its 
vriting instruction on the Copy Desk Method. It starts 
nd keeps you writing in your own home, on your own 
ime. And upon the very same kind of actual assign- 
ments given daily to metropolitan reporters. Thus you 
Jarn by doing, not by studying the individual atyles of 
aodel author*. 

Each week your work Is analyzed constructively by 
vactical writers. Gradually they help to clarify your own 
istinctive style. Writing soon becomes easy, absorbing, 
■rofitabie, too, as you gam the "professional” touch that 
cts your material accepted by editors. Above all, you 
in see constant progress week by week as your faults are 
irrected and your writing ability grows. 

’ave You Natural Ability? 

Our Writing Aptitude Test will re- 
?a! whether or not you have natural 
lent for writing. It will analyze your 
>wers of observation, your imagina- 
on and dramatic instinct. You’ll en- 
>y taking this test. There is no oost 
r obligation. Simply mail the coupon 
-•low, today. Newspaper Institute of 
merica, One Park Avenue, New York 
6, N. Y. (Founded 1925) 


VETERANS: 
This course 
approved for 
Veterans’ 
Training 



Newspaper Institute of America, 

' One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 
Send me. without cost qr obligation, 
your Writing Aptitude Test and fur- 
ther information about writing for profit. 

Mr. ‘ 

Mrs. 

Miss J 

Address 

(All correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on you.) 68-8-598 


B_Checl^here_if_eligible under the G. I. Bill of Rights. 
$ Copyright 1948 Newspaper Institute of America £ 
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COLOR 


BY PROFESSIONAL 
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Value 

For 

Only 

$2.95 



• No artist should be without our famous 
"STRIP-0- SLIDES" Life Art Studies of 
Thrilling Models in Graceful Poses. Only our. 
genuine Strip-O- Slides come with complete, 
separate theme for every set. Series 1, 2, 3, 
Jk 4 now available on 35MM film strip, com- 
plete with ready mounts. Sent P.P. postage 
prepaid, $2.95 per set Strip-O-Slides. 
Magnifying Viewer for Perfect Detail. Holds 

Either Film Strip or Slides $1.50 

(When ordered with above film) 

For faster 1st class mail enclose lOe to cover 
extra postage. Order now! 

For sample Strip-O- Slide Life Art Study in plastic mount, to- 
gether with Illustrated Catalog, send us 25e with name & address. 

BENEFIT 

3807 B.n.Rt ft. 


CORPORATION, Dept. 22 

• Baltimore 24, Md. 


l earn Profitable Profession 
in (JO days at Home 


Men and Women. 18 to 50 

Many Swedish Manage graduates make $50, $75, 
or even more per week. Large full time incomes 
from doctors, hospitals, sanitorlums, clubs or pri- 
vate practice. Others make good money in 
spare time. You can win independence and 
irepare for future security by training at 
tome and qualifying for diploma. Anatomy 
Jharts and 32 page illustrated Book FREE 
—Now I The College of Swedish Massage 
Dept. 853-M 100 £. Ohio 'St., Chicago 11 
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ILLUSTRATED COMIC 
BOOKLETS 

TJfff KIND MEN tfKII 

(VEST POCKET SIZE) 
They are loaded with rare car- 
toons. Full of Fun and Kumor. 
2© ©#FF£#?£WT booklets 
sent prepaid for $1 in plain, 
sealed wrapper. No C.O.D/ft. 

mo Box 520,Q. P.0..N.YX. 1 




INDfANHEADS $50.00; DIMES 
♦1000.00. SEND DIME FOR 
CATALOGUE OF PRICES 
WE PAY. 

LINCOLN COIN CO. 

806 £. Indiana Avenue. 


CLKHRRTf 


i,* INDIANA'-* 



11 The Book They're Talking About" 
Contains over 300 illustrations, charts and notes 


ART ANATOMY 

OF THE HUMAN FIGURE 


Foe She imtt 

•oulptqr. G! 
pert of ttie b 
and in Actio 

MAJOR BOOK CO., Dtpt. 72-J, 



ISO 


_ jMlonal artist and 
—tiled study of every 
ale and Female, Posed 
ide U.S.A. Send $1.75 " 

" Hollywood Blvd., Hly’d27, Calif. 


Man) Her.', VOl/R N.w Look 6 NICKtIIS FOR $1.00 

Send 6 or less ties In EXCHANGE for 
♦qual number CLEANED & PRESSED! f 
Pay ONLY $1.00 C.O.D. Postage. 

MILL-WOOD SPECIALTY CO. Box 302-2, Hudson, N.H. 


* * * 

THE GORGON: — April; price boosted at 
the completion of its first year with a 
change over to varityper and multilith 
which make it a promag almost. The editor- 
ial tops the list of contents in entertain 
ment this time. Sixty- two pages! 

THE ROCKET NEWS LETTER:— Febru 
ary; contains discussion of planetoids as 
possible space ship stations. Also a dis- 
cussion of things of interest technically to 
rocket enthusiasts. 

I want to make a little bet, fellows and 
gals. I want to bet that the first space ship 
will not be a rocket ship. It won’t be an 
anti-grav ship either. I’ll bet a principle 
will be “discovered” this year or next that 
will make space flight possible with the 
utilization of very little power. 

DREAM QUEST No 5: — also a price boost, 
but perhaps the best all purpose fanzine 
on the market, with its subscription list 
just about filled up to capacity. Best ar- 
ticle is by Art Rapp, on something called 
Soma, wihch he says is the juice of the 
moon planet. It has such priceless gems of 
expression as “No self respecting Brahmin 
would be caught living in a house that 
didn’t have a Yajnyasala in it.” The Yajny- 
asala is a room with a wall in it called a 
yajnyavedi, and on a part of this wall call- 
ed the Yoni they keep a bowl full of Soma! 
Also something by Milt Rothman about 
scientists which is good fun, and plenty of 
other stuff. 

Something extra put out by Don Wilson 
and his friends is OPINION, the results 
of the Dreamland Opinionator poll which 
put Ed Hamilton's STAR KINGS, and my 
own SO SHALL YE REAP among the top 
ten stories of last year. I’m very proud of 
that. 

FANTASY COMMENTATOR:— Spring, 
vol. II no. 6; A weird bit of art by Krucher 
reminds me of an aunt of mine. Sam Mos- 
kowitz’s history of fandom comes up into 
1938 in part II, this issue. A very interest- 
ing item is brought out. A movement called 
Michelism was started in fandom in 1938, 
and turned out to be an attempt to form 
fandom Into a communist front group, 
under the guise of being a force for the 
realization of a scientific socialist world — 
state. Fortunately it was unmasked. Its 
history did one very good thing, which was 
to show fandom clearly that whatever else, 
political ideology and activity must definite- 
ly be excluded from fandom. A good part 
of the rest of the issue seems devoted to 
Lovecraft. 

SPACEWRAP: — April; mimeographed now 
except for its rotogravure section which is 
done with hektograph. You can get more 
good clean laughs out of Spacewarp than 
all the other zines combined PLUS the 
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encyclopedia of Americas' iuuttoi*. 
FANTASY-TIMES:— April; Tom Gaid- 
ner’s “1947 in science fiction” reviews 
Fantastic Adventures this time. The usual 
departments stressing current newsy events 
of interest to fandom. Taurasi invites con- 
tributions in the form of articles or items 
for the regular departments. The Albert 
Einstein plea for money is reprinted, and 
I (couragiously or stupidly, take your pick) 
repeat my question, WHY DON’T THE 
ATOM SCIENTISTS SPEAK UP? Why do 
they need a million dollars before they 
act on their belief that “A clear and wide- 
spread understanding of the implications 
and facts of the atomic discoveries is in- 
dispensable to a reasonable public stand on 
questions of international politics?” Their 
program for which they want a million is 
simply public education. What’s the matter 
with the Post, the daily newspapers, etc.? 
SPACETEER: — April; second issue of this 
new zine is quite improved. 

IF!: — March; Con Pederson is doing very 
nicely with his zine. A good readers’ col- 
umn makes this a nice issue. When you 
consider that Con is only fourteen years 
old you can see what marvelous work his 
zine is. Reading it, you’d call me a liar, ex- 
cept that he confessed his age himse’ ' in 
his editorial. 

CANADIAN FANDOM;— No 14, Feb.; 
published for Canadians by Canadians. Beak 
Taylor and Ned McKeown make this zine 
a top quality job. In fact, one of them must 
be a typesetter since the two column pages 
have even right hand margins with no 
slaughtering of words. Forty pages, and 
I would say the best print job in fandom. 
The contents are excellent. Of especial 
interest and value is the Canadian Fan 
Directory containing 55 names. 
BURROUGHS BULLETIN:— the free fan- 
zine for ERB fans is a belated November 
issue. Vernal] and Dorothea bring out some 
interesting things, with an article on the 
Spanish Burroughs books by Darrell C. 
Richardson. 

* * * 

Now we publish in full a letter that 
should be of interest to all feminine read- 
ers. After that comes the remainder of the 
last CH that had to be left out. 

R. F. D. No 1 
East Greenbush, N. Y. 

March 24, 1948 

THE CLUB HOUSE 
AMAZING STORIES 
Rog Phillips, manager 

Dear Mr. Phillips; 

For a change, a femme fan gets into 


■ Develop your pertonal POWIR I 

NOW . . . revealed for you . . . are the secrete 
of praetlaal hypnotism . . . that strange, 
compelling: force by which an expert operator 
can bring others under his power. He can 
sway people at will— isBue commands and be 
obeyed— virtually cast a spoil over hla sub- 
jects. This sensational knowledge may make 
VOU a more dominant, masterful personality . 
Illustrated SELF-INSTRUCTION 
COURSE In Useful Hypnotism 
Amazing lessons In simple, easy -to ‘Under- 
stand language. How to select s subject— 
howto hypnotize by telephone— howto make 
monoy from hypnotism— mental telepathy- 
stage hypnotism— self-hypnosie— how to use 
lodera hypnotism to conquer inferiority com- 

_ sx, timidity, etc. Clear helpful picture* show ocer- 

ONLY $1 .95 

Full price only pi. 98 postpaid, nothing more to pay. You will be 
amazed at what practical hypnotism can do for youl Use the no-rlak 
coupon below . . . and mall it today. 

a VI AWAKEN YOUR HIDDEN POWERS! 

k ■ W.You are a sleeping giant . . . learn how to 
— 1 " release your unused forces Now ready— 
■•■■a practical reading-course in everyday psy- 
■A chology. Teaches you self-mastery, lnflu- 
HI ~J enalng others, yetting ahead, etc. Writ- 
.ten by 34 psychologist*. Low price. Now 
—'‘—•only $6.93 (wax $10). Check coupon 
below for Inspection at our risk. You must be IQQ% satisfied. 

JUJITSU 

Now., get tough oouBLE-quick! 

77 I Step up YOUR fighting power, learn light* 

»// TMjSJ nlng-quick American SUPER Ju Jitau. De- 

#/ Wm ( iwHtfld velop your body ... be dangerous! Big 11- 
j flnwgf Uistrated home- study course, reveals secrets 

/ fCC lyi&zA on how to make deadly weapons of just 

I / isKim Itt ttkrV-A wm. V° ur bare hands. Easy to learn. Get these 

1 ' Vim iff' mm amazing lessons right away . . you owe 

I Ml. JnW it to yourself. Complete price only $4 95. 

MS Jar nothing mors to pay! Mall coupon below 
“wRf mr— ** with $4.95 and shipment will be mad* at 
once. Satisfaction guaranteed or refund. 

i " m aIl "th "s’ coupon "tod ay i* " " ] 

! NELSON-HALLCO.. 1159*. Wabash Ave.. Dept. K -86 ChlcaooB. ill. 1 
■ Please rush me the items I am checkin? below. It Is under- I 
I stood that If I am not 100% satisfied I will send the material ■ 
■ back within 10 days and you will make full Immediate refund, z 
■ without question or quibble. ■ 

I ( ) Hypnotism $1.95 I 

■ ( > Mental Science ............. 6.95 « 

_ ( ) Super Ju Jitsu 4 95 w 

"Cl + •nclose $ as full payment. Ship postpaid. I 

I l j Ship COD for $ plus postage and COD charges. ■ 
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asanas 

... J 


JOT AT LAST FOR 

ASTHMA 

A HAY PIVIK 


free Bottle Tg prove! 

Sy»FBRj!*i; If you »imt toiftn 

absolutely tree bottle of fato i»*a£maco». 
WO PHARMACON DIPT. J-16 
414 E. 72nd St. Seattle S, WASH. 


Many Finish in 2 Years 


I desired. High school education is ▼ery important for advancement 
tabosiness and Jndostay and socially. T)on't be handicapped a* 
tv ,r 5* * High School graduate. Start your training now. 
fkee Bulletin on request. No obligation. 

i AmBrlwnSoliool. Dipt, h 782 D[exelat88th,CMuto37 


IllUSTRATED COMIC IOOKIITI 

Sell our ILLUSTRATED COMIC BOOKLETS .ad other NOVEL- 
TIES Each booklet lire 4% i li. W« will lend 25 auorted 
booklets prepaid upon receipt of $1.00 or 75 assorted booklets 
»ent prepaid upon receipt of $2.00. Wholesale novelty price list 
sent with order only. No orders sent C.O.D. Send Cash or Money- 
irder. Repsac Sales Co., 65 Fifth Ayc., Dept. j405-M, New York 3* N. t. 
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For the Best in Reading Pleasure 
Get Your Copies of 

MAMMOTH WESTERN, 
AMAZING STORIES, 
FANTASTIC ADVENTURES 

for up-to-tha-flilnuto, action-packed read- 
ing jn icitnct-fiction, fantasy, ond wait- 
*fn ttoriet, you'll find that the perfect 
answer far 

Every Month 

The Ziff-Davis Fiction Group 


YOU ARE UNDER ARREST! 



Hetp Brine Crocfcs «• Justice Through Maatmc 

CRIME DETECTION! 

i.pleennt 
esnlb- 



pmnvn «r Arruni scxnq; itw SwiieAwwBM «92T tuai> in a 


SHORTHAND in 

^ Weeks at Home 


Famous SpMdwrltlnj system. No stem; no 
symbols, no machines; uses ABC’s. Rasy to 
tearn; easy lo write and traQisrlba. Fast preparation for a fob. 
8urprlsln(ly low eoit. 100.000 liuehl by man. Used In leading 
offices and CMI Sendee. Write foe Pee booklet. 

SPCEOWRITINe Dept. *210-8 *5 W. 42 St- N. T. IS 


CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING 


Song Poems 


POEblS wanted (or mualoal aatting. lead poem (or Immediate 
consideration. Hamann Sendee, 012 Manhattan Building, Mllwiu- 

pS^vS'waotod to be aet to matde. Free oxamlnailoo. Sand poem* 
today to McNeil, Master at Music, 010 23) South Alexandria Art., 
Loa Angelas. Call!. 

Mrsce#MM*s 


GRAPHOLOGY. Bandwriting remit one’s character and person- 
ality. Learn to read the character at your friends, relaUrea, and 
business associates with a grapho chart. Price 25? . BrlghtWood 

b.w p<mt, <L Pitt»bvi»sfr.l?, 

MAIL order offers increased income. Independence, unlimited 
possibilities. Free literature. Manhattan Bouse, 128A Lexington, 

New Tory 16. N T. 

WHAT do you want? Free counsel. Immanuel Science, Columbia 


S$£tf$k. fantasy, wlerd (ictibth Current an3 aA oi print. Free 
catalogues issues. Stephen’s Book Senrice, 139 Oak St., Brooklyn 

luSttiklBi V (back-dntnd) iarelgh, dosneatlc.art. Boakn, booklets, 
subnertptlooe, etc. Catalog 10¥ (enftmdod). Cicerooe’n, 863 First 

Aau Jga l at JLJ LL 

BOOKS, Magailnes (buck dated). Send dime lor Bet. Clark’s 
101 N. function, Detroit, Mlciu 


action on your CLUB HOUSE program. 
To be a bit more specific, I am writing on 
behalf of the newly-formed VAMPYRE 
SOCIETY. -.its 

I honestly believe that the VAMPYRE 
SOCIETY is something new in fandom; for 
it is a science-fantasy fan club FOR GIRLS 
ONLY. Its main object is to get girl fans 
together for fun and frolic of the kind 
which they will especially enjoy. And any 
girl reader of AMAZING STORIES is in- 
vited to join, the only requirement being 
interest in Science-fantasy, and that she 
has had at least one letter published in 
AMAZING or other publication — even if it 
is only a fan magazine. This requirement, 
incidentally, is not a hard and fast rule, but 
will be waived on request. The reason for 
this rule is to eliminate curiosity seekers, 
since we want only bona-fide fans who are 
willing to be active; but if any girl is sin- 
cerely interested and hasn’t had a letter 
published, she can write to me for appli- 
cation. 

The activities haven’t been definitely 
settled on, but we will hold an election 
as soon as there are ten members on the 
rolls. There will be a club fanmagazine 
published, and we intend to send chain let- 
ters and do all the activities of which fan 
clubs are capable, via Uncle Sam’s mails. 

If you will be kind enough to run this 
letter in your CLUB HOUSE column, the 
VAMPYRE SOCIETY will owe you a vote 
of thanks for being its first kind helper. 
And for a poor mortal, the good will of 
a bunch of Vampyres can be a very — er — 
sanguine thing! At any rate, pehaps you 
could mention the club. 

Just a word of warning. This club is 
not to wage war on the male fans; don’t 
get us wrong. But according to such fans 
as Jack Clements, whose article in SPACE- 
WARP you must have read, girl fans are 
an abomination. Mostly this is because 
they haven’t had a chance to find out what 
fandom is all about, many of them being 
too shy to write to other actifans who are 
male. We want to prove to the fellows that 
girls can be as good fans as men. Given 
half a chance, we’ll prove it. 

Thanks very kindly for being patient with 
this letter. I hope to see some mention of 
VAMPYRE SOCIETY in future CLUB 
HOUSE. 

Sinc-eerily 

"ASTRA” 

Marion “Astra” Zimmer 
Acting Secretary 
VAMPYRE SOCIETY 

Now we come to the newcomers to this 
department. 
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FOTORTEF N«. 2 . i* -*n uaimml type o.£ 
nine. It consists of five pages of photo- 
graphs. Instead of mimeographing, hekto- 
graphing, or printing, the publisher does 
his publishing in a dark room! This at least 
makes possible composition with scissors. 
Harley Sachs, the editor, had a little trouble 
with fogged film in this issue. However, 
it is all readable and very well done. 
MACABRE: from Toronto, the place where 
the Cancon of Torcon or Toronto con- 1 
vention is to be held this year, comes this 
very capable fanzine. It’s published by 
Jack Doherty, 68 Latemer Ave., Toronto 
12, Ont. and Don Hutchinson, 7 Tacoma 
Ave., Toronto 6. Articles by Joe Kennedy 
and Forrest J. Ackerman, fiction by Con 
Pederson and Greg Cranston, and a poem 
by John Holbrook Caley; with depart- 
ments and features by the editors, Leslie 
Croutch, Bill Grant and Bill Rotsler and 
the editors’ art work make an interest- 
ing 22 pages. Well worth the dime charged. 
THE ROCKET NEWS LETTER: journal 
of the Chicago Rocket Society, 91 Pine 
Ave., Riverside, 111. This group sent me 
several issues. Each is four pages of 
mimeographed reports and sells for fif- 
teen cents. Mostly technical. If you are 
interested in rockets and on current de- 
velopments, send for a copy. 

From England comes three different 
fanzines. The first is FANTASY RE- 
VIEW: a printed, 20 page, professionally 
done zine. It’s more of a professional 
journal for readers, writers, and collectors 
of imaginative fiction. 

OPERATION FANTAST: is the official 
organ of the Laison Department of the 
British Fantasy Library, published by 
Capt. K. F. Slater “at whatever place he 
may happen to be stationed”, at quarterly 
intervals. The March issue contains four 
short stories, a poem, general chuntering, 
and other departments. 

THE ALEMBIC: first issue, April, 
is a four page regaienth zine by Norman 
Ashfield which he calls “an occasional mis- 
cellany for fantasy fans.” Norm explains 
that an alembic is the Alchemist’s distill- 
ation aparatus, and that he intends his 
zine to distill items of interest. 

Norm is also connected with the British 
Fantasy Library, I gather. 

* # * 

Lester Fried, 2050 Milland, Louisville 4, 
Ky., phone Highland 5684-W wants to 
get in touch with other fans in his vi- 
cinity. 

Sam Moskowitz, 446 Jelliff Ave., New- 
ark 8, N. J., has a few copies left of the 
booklet, “Rhode Island On Lovecraft,” 
for sale at a dollar a copy. 



VALUE Ge “ u ! ne T i'ein 



and fine-spun rayon. 

Twill weave resists wrinkles, 
holds crease, gives amazing 
wear. Expert fashion tailored for 
perfect fit. Zipper front. Roomy 
pockets. Blue, Tan, Sand, Lt. Or 
v Dk. Brown, Blue-Gray. 

* WAIST: 28-38 pleated, 28-44 plain. Exoep- 
tional value! — huge direct-to-you volume does it! 
Order now, SAVE $$$! Money back if you’re not pleased. 

SEND NO 


STUDY AT HOME for Personal Success 
and LARGER EARNINGS. 89 years ex- 
pert Instruction— over 114,000 students 
enrolled.'' LL.B. Degree awarded. All 
text material furnished. Easy payment 
plan. Send for FREE BOOK — “Law and 
Executive Guidance” — NOW. 

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OP LAW 

Dtpf. 94-R 646 N. Michigan Ave. Chicago II, III. 


w. 


; ' Ak s T -O p to3acl ( 


Banish the craving for tobaaoo u 

thousands have with Tobaoeo 
Redeemer. Write for free booklet 
telling of injurious effect or tobacco 
and of a treatment which has reliev- 
ed many men. <*§ 

** Year* In BuiImm 

JDO.Wfl Sitlcflil tvittftt* 

THE NEWELL COMPART I 


F»H 
BOOK 

284 Clayton Sta., 9t. low! A, Mo. 


YOU CAN LEARN TO 

BE AN 


Draw for Money! Trained Artists are capable 
of earning $60, $75 or More a WEEK! 

Your future is in your own hands. Prepare yourself 
now In COMMERCIAL ART. DESIGNING and CAR- 
TOONING — all In ONE complete home study courge. 
No previous art experience necessary — we teach you 
step-by-step for a fascinating hobby and a profit- 
able career. For 34 years WSA graduates have bem 
“making good” — WHY NOT YOU? FREE BOOK. 
“Art for Pleasure & Profit" fully describes course, 
service and commercial opportunities. TWO ART 
OUTFITS included with training. Mall coupon today. \ 

(VETERANS! Course approved 
under G.l. BUI,) 


WASHINOTON SCHOOL Of ART, 

Studio 9210M, 1115 15th St., N. W., Washington f, D. 0. 

NAME AGE 

Address 

*• •* Zone ( ) State 

^ □ I am entitled to training under the “G.l.” BUI , 
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r'lHORSERACINa 


w// 7# ryttc . . 

with the Odds on YOUR Side! 


Before you ley your money down on any game . . . read “CAN 
YOU WIN” — the new sensational guide. See how easily odds, can 
operate for you! Mathematical odda rule every game — Now at 
last, you tan get them working 
for you In HORSE RACING, 

POKER. BICE. STUB, GIN- 
RUMMY or any other activity. 

“CAN YOU WIN" anAvers all 
your question* In simplest terms. 

You'll be amazed at the results 
of ’ ‘Scientific Play.'* 

A GOLDMINE of 
WINNING FACTS 

Tbit latest gaming encyclopedia 
glvea you easy- to-read charts, 
illustrations and Teveals vital 
information on Hot so- Racing 
Systems. Cards. Dice, etc. — even 
Insurance Rackets.” Cash in 
on the know-how of your fa- 
vorite game. WE WILL LOAN 
YOU A COPY OF “CAN YOU 
WIN” FOR 7 DAYS1 You can’t 
lose— test this valuable all-pur- 
pose gaming guide at our risk. 



Mall 

Coupon 

Now! 



Odd* of Draw and Stud Poker. 
Bridge, Gin-Rummy, etc. Spot 
Cheaters amt Operators. 

DICE — ROULKTTI — § PORT 
POOLS — BINQO — STOCK 

market — insurance 


MAYFAIR PUBLISHING CO M Dept. 1410 
1790 Broadway, New York 19, N. T. j 

Please send “CAN YOU WIN” by return mail In plain, J 
sealed wrapper. I'll pay postman only $1.98 plus postage. You ! 
will refund my money if I am not completely delighted with { 

bockl S 

NAME J 

ADDRESS J 

CITY STATE j 

□ I enclose $1.98 with coupon. You pay postage. Same 7-day | 
privilege applies. | 


Here's the Way 

to Curb a Rupture 

Successful Home Method That Anyone Can Use 
On Any Reducible Rupture Large or Small 

COSTS NOTHING TO FIND OUT 

Thousands of ruptured men will rejoice to 
know that the full plan so successfully used by 
Capt. W. A. Collings for his double rupture 
from which he suffered so long will be sent 
free to all wh» write for it. 

Merely send your name and address to Capt. 
W. A. Collings, Inc., Box 579 D, Watertown, 
N. Y. It won’t cost you a cent to find out and 
you may bless the day you sent for it. Hundreds 
have already reported satisfactory results fol- 
lowing this free offer. Send right away — NOW 
before you put down this paper. 


BOOKLETS The kind grownups like. Each one of these 
booklets li POCKET SIZE, also contains 8 ILLUSTRATIONS, and 
is full of fun and entertainment. 12 of these ioko booklets, ALL DIF- 
FERENT. shipped prepaid upon receipt of $1.00, or 24 BOOKLETS 
ALL DIFFERENT shipped prepaid for $2, cash or money order/ No 
orders sent C.O.D. Print name and address and mail to: 

Treasure Novelty Co., Dept. 36-M, Box 28, Cooper Station, N. Y.3, N. Y. 


Frank Dietz, Jr. sends a postcard an- 
nouncement of the forthcoming publica- 
tion of "Science, Fantasy and Science 
Fiction,” a quarterly fanzine printed by 
the photo-offset process, 15c copy, 50c a 
year. Address, S. F. & S. F. Amateur 
Press, Box A-employee, Kings Park, L. I., 
N. Y.. 

The winter FAPA mailing is exactly an 
inch thick, which means that for the year 
it will probably pile up to a thickness of 
four inches! In THE FANTASY AMA- 
TEUR, the official organ of FAPA, the 
Fantasy Amateur Press Association, this 
mailing is listed as the 42nd mailing, Feb., 
1948, with a total of 296 pages. 

There ape now 58 members of FAPA, 
and only room for seven more. The list 
of members is given, the treasurer’s re- 
port, presidential message of Elmer Per- 
due, vice presidential message by Francis 
T. Laney of Wild Hail fame, and burblings 
by Charles Burbee, the official editor of 
FAPA. 

PLENUM: Milton A. Rothman; 14 pages 
to a more or less carefully thought 
out discussion of the subject, The Crack- 
pot and the Scientist. He doesn’t quite 
like the unbearded term crackpot, and in 
two pages arrives at the happy expression, 
“Aberrant,” to replace it. On page seven 
he finally confesses that the entire zine 
is — in his own words, “a critique of Mr. 
Graham and the ether drift experiment.” 
On page eight he draws three conclusions; 
(a) That Graham actually believes the ef- 
fect to be real (ether drift effect), (b) He 
thinks everybody is so lazy that nobody 
will really try the thing, (c) The thing is 
a gag and he doesn't care what people 
find. 

Well, it seems that to date (b) is cor- 
rect. No one has confessed trying the 
ether-drift experiment in an attempt 
to check Graham’s and Palmer’s findings. 
A total of two or three thousand man 
hours has been spent talking about it, 
but unfortunately talking won’t settle it. 
Let’s hope that SOMEone will stop being 
lazy long enough soon to actually try the 
experiment. In our opinion it will be the 
greatest advance in science since the atom 
bomb if it proves to be correct, and there 
is a provable ether-drift toward the cen- 
ter of the Earth from all directions. 

EGO BEAST, 6 pages, is by Don Wilson 
all by himself, discussing current doings 
in FAPAland. 

In closing this month I have a flash news 
item; it has just been discovered that the 
Scotch race descended directly from the 
ancient Tightaans! I am a Scotchman. 

ROG PHILLIPS. 


Printed In U. 8. A. 




AM/AUTO REPAIR JOB 

Can Be a “Push- Over '/bryout 


IN ItSS TIME— WITH 
LESS WORK— 

AND MORE PROFITS! 

M oToR's new AUTO REPAIR 
MANUAL shows you how 
to service and repair ANY part 
of ANY car! Now you can lick 
even the toughest jobs when you 
have this amazing Manual to 
make your work easier! 

Every job on every car built 
since 1935 is explained as simply 
as A-B-C. Clear, illustrated in- 
structions lead you step by step. 
NOW you can tackle ANY job 
from carburetor to rear end 
and do it quick, easy, right. th» 
FIRST time! Just look up make, 
model, and the job in the quick 
index of MoToR's AUTO RE- 
PAIR MANUAL— and go to it ! 

ONLY Manual of Its Kind 

No wonder this manual is used 
by the U. S. Army. Navy, trade 
and technical schools everywhere, 
and thousands of successful auto 
servicemen ! 

To make this great book pos- 
sible. the engineer-editors of 
MoToR Magazine condensed all 
the meat from over 150 official 
factory manuals for you. They 
dug out. all the information you 
need: made sure crery won I is 
crystal-clear: and put "the whole 
works” into this one great handv 
book! 

MoToR's AUTO REPAIR 
MANUAL is a hit! book: Over 
700 large pages 8Vj x 11 ; nches. 
bound in sturdy covers. Nearly 


200,000 service, repair, adjust- 
ment. replacement, tune-up facts 
on every car built from 1935 to 
1948! 

Over 1700 Pictures! 

More than 1,700 cutaway pho- 
tos. diagrams, drawings, charts, 
SHOW you what the clear text 
TELLS you! No wonder thou- 
sands of men call this amazing 
hook their Auto Repair "Bible"! 
No wonder it will save YOU 
countless hours of work and 
help you make MORE MONEY 
from auto repairs! 

See for yourself — without 
cost what a work-saver, time- 
saver. and "life-saver” MoToR’s 
AUTO REPAIR MANUAL will 
be for you! TRY it FREE -for 
■ days. Learn first-hand how it 
can pan for itself the first few 
times you use it ! 



Clear, Pictured Facts on Every Job 
on Every Car Built Since 1935! 

Nearly 200.000 service nnd repair facts on all 

these makes: 


American Crosley 
Bantam De Soto 
Auburn Dodge 
Austin Ford 

Buick Frazer 

Cadillac Graham 
Chevrolet Hudson 


Chrysler 
Cord 


Hupmobile Nash 


Kaiser Oldsmobile 
Lafayette Packard 
La Salle Pierce 
Lincoln Arrow 
Lincoln Plymouth 
Zephyr Pontiac 
Mercury Reo 


Studsbaker 

Willy* 


Over 700 Mr panes ; including 70 panes of 
<«rbuietor text, rluwi.s. illustrations invering 
• 11 models. Over 200 .hails, tables: Tune 
< hart; Valve Measurements; Torque Wiemh 
Heading; Starting Motor Engine Clearances- 
l ieneraf.il ; |to,|.v Service; Dash Dances- |t, ,k.- 
Specification*: Front End Measurements etc 
Engines ; Electric. Fuel. Fooling. Lubricating 



Same FREE 7-Day Offer Applies on 

MoToR’s Truck Repair Manual 



Just mail coupon below with- 
>ut money! When the postman 
ings your book, examine it 
thoroughly. Make it show you 
ii'h at it's got ! Unless you agree 
this is the greatest time-saver 
and work-saver you’ve ever seen 
return hook in 7 days and pay 
nothing. Mail coupon today! Ad- 
dress: MoToR Book Department. 
Desk 24M, 572 Madison Ave.. 
New York 22, New York. 


For mechanics, truck special- 
ists. service stations, fleet 
owners. Covers EVERY Job 
on EVERY truck made since 
1936! 1400 pictures. 914 pages 
300.000 facts. Used by Armed 
Forces. Warranted to con- 
tain every essential fac t you 
need to know. Strong bind- 
ing. size 8V2XII. 

Covers all types Gasoline 
Engines; Diesels and Hessel- 
mans. Fuel Systems. Gover- 
nors. Lubrication Systems. 
Ignition Systems Starters. 
Generators, Clutches. Trans- 
missions. Axles. Torque Di- 
viders, Transfer cases. 


Brakes, Steering, etc., etc. 

Also services buses, farm 
and industrial tractors, con- 
tractor and road building 
equipment, stationary pow-er 
machinery, etc. (on all parts 
described in Manual.) 

Offered on same FREE 7- 
Dav examination as Auto 
Repair Manual. Check box in 
coupon at right. 

Published by 
Cliim MoToR . The 

" 'fw k me r Leading Auto- 

motive- Business Magazine^ 

MoToR's manuals assure high 
standards of repair work. 




MoToR Book Dept., Desk 24M, 572 Madison Ave.. N. Y. 22 
Hush to me at once: (Check box opposite book yoo want) 

□ MoToR's AUTO REPAIR MANUAL. If OK I will 
ceoiil *1 In 7 days (plus .Tie del I very eharpol. then 
*- monthly for 2 months, anil a final payment of «v one 
month later Otherwise I will return la, ok postpaid In 7 
days. (Foreign price, remit S8 ensh with order ) 

I I MoToR's TRUCK REPAIR MANUAL. Described at 
1 — ' Ipft.) If O K I will remit $■_’ in ; days and 
monthly for .1 not tilts, plus 3.V delivery , horse with final 

pajmem Otherwise i will return postpaid In 7 

days. (Foreign price remit $10 cash with order.) 

Print Niime Ago... 

Print Address 


City. 


. /.i i n>- No. 


Check box and SAVE 35c i 

J WITH coupon full p.ivmcii 
Mn muil (or $S.0O for Tm.k Rc 
oturn-refmid privilege n:»i»l it>- . 


i >' charge by 
for Ant 
Manual). Sar 


Repair 
8 7 day 
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THIS WAY 
TO HEAVEN 


by HAROLD M. SHERMAN 


The most dreadful holocaust in history strikes the earth with the atom war — 
and a hundred million instantaneous deaths present Heaven with a terrific 
problem! Read this humorous, but ghastly fantasy of tomorrow, and get 
the awful, yet spiritually uplifting picture of what that war might bring. 


A 4%. 500-twid novel friom tAe autAon tAe tytee* THat oenleo. 


/tuyuat 20 


On Sale 


at Newstands Everywhere 






